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7 CEME 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


As many Readers may be unacquainted with 
AzZXEL, the chief Agent in the machinery of the 
following Poem, a ſhort ſummary of thoſe abſurd 
rabbinical Fables which relate to that Demon, is here 
extracted from the Firſt Volume of Ancient Univer- 


ſal Hiſtory. 


Ik᷑t was ſuppoſed by Joſephus, Philo Judæus, and 
ſeveral others, that Angels, before the flood, were 
enamoured of women; but this opinion was chiefly 


propagated by a forgery entitled The Prophecy of 
B 2 Enoch ; 


4 ADVERTISEMENT. 
Enoch; which aſſerts, that when men were greatly 
encreaſed, they had daughters of ſuch excellent beau- 
ty, that the Egregori, or watching angels, fell in love 
with them, and propoſed to one another, that they 
ſhould go down, and attach themſelves to the daugh- 
ters of Eve; to which SEMIAZAs, their prince, 
agreed, after they had ſworn that they would not, by 
receding from their reſolution, leave him to bear the . 
guilt alone. They accordingly deſcended on the top 
of mount Hermon, and in the year of the world one 
thouſand one hundred and ſeventy, choſe themſelves 
wives, to whom they communicated the arts of ma- 
gic and inchantment. Az ALZEL, or AZAEL, one 
of the princes of theſe offending angels, taught the 


working of metals, particularly gold and filver, and 
the methods of faſhioning various ornaments for the 


women: he alſo inſtructed them in the preparing of 


coſmetics, 


ADVERTISEMENT. x 
coſmetics, the poliſhing of precious ſtones, and the 
art of dying. In like manner each of the Egregor: 
revealed certain pernicious ſecrets to his wives and 
children ; by which means folly and wickedneſs pre- 
vailed greatly over the earth, and the arch-angels 
were commanded to bind the princes of thoſe tranſ- 
greſſors, and throw them into the Abyſs, there to be 
kept to the day of judgment, 

SHAMHOZA1, or SEMIAZAS, is faid by Bereſhi 
Rabba, in his commentary on the ſixth chapter of 
Geneſis, to have repented of his crime, and, by way 
of penance, to have hung himſelf up between hea- 
ven and earth, in which poſture he yet remains ; but 
Az REI continuing impenitent, {till preſides over the 
toilets of women, 

Such is the ſhort account of the imaginary Being, 


which the author of this poem has employed as the 
B 3 Demon 


6 ADVERTISEMENT, 


Demon of Faſhion. With reſpe& to the work it- 
ſelf little is to be ſaid, and indeed a writer cannot ſay 
too little of his own performance : yet he begs leave 
to obſerve, that although part of this Poem, which 
was written ſeveral years ſince, may be ſaid to re- 
ſemble Pope's moſt excellent ſatire of the Rape of the 
Lock, yet it is hoped that it will not be thought a 
ſervile imication. His fair readers will not, ſurely, 
think him guilty of any diſreſpect to the ſex in ge- 
neral, if he has endeavoured to throw a feeble ſhaft 
of ridicule at ſome of the prevailing follies of our 
modern fine ladies, who ſeem to imagine that they 
were born for no other end than to dreſs and to be 
admired, 

The ladies of Britain have too much perſonal 
beauty to need any aſſiſtance from art, and too much 
natural underſtanding to make it neceſſary for them 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 7 
to depend on their outward charms alone for admira- 
But the richeſt ſoil, it has often 


tion and praiſe, 
been obſerved, if neglected or ill managed, will pro- 
duce the greateſt abundance of weeds, and that mind, 
which might have been capable of the nobleſt exer- 
tions, will often, from the bias of prepoſterous educa- 
tion and the contagion of evil example, be fixed on 
the moſt trifling and abſurd objects, 
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O F BeavTy long confin'd in FoLLy's chain, 
Miſled by Fas aiow and her gaudy train, 

Of evils ſpringing from that thirſt of praiſe 

Which fires the youthful dames of modern days, 
Which taught them firſt the various arts they know, 
“ Brought Dreſs into the world, and all our woe,” 
I fing; Ye Nine! the wonderous tale rehearſe, 
And lofty actions ſound in lofty verſe. 


O'er eaſtern hills, pale-gleaming from afar, 
On wings of flyer flies the Morning Star; 
Now 
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Now red-cloak'd ſaints to tabernacle creep, 


Forget their worldly cares, and fall aſleep ; 

And now, their heads with empty baſkets crown'd, 
Their garments tatter'd, and their hair unbound, 
To Billingſgate the black-eyed virgins throng, 
Whiſpering ſoft murmurs as they march along, 


KIT v, bright handmaid of the brighteſt fair 
That treads the plains, or breathes this ſmoaky air, 
Had watch'd from cloſing eve till riſing morn, 
Impatient watch'd AURELIA's flow return; | 
Who, toſs d on Diſſipation's reſtleſs wave, 

Loſt half the worth which liberal Nature gave: 
But gentle KiTTy, now a coward grown, 


No longer could endure to watch alone ; 


Soon 
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Soon as her miſtreſs to the rout repairs, 
Impatient Joan aſcends the winding ſtairs; 
With him, no more ſhe fears nocturnal ſhades, 
That haunt the dreams of ſolitary maids, 

His magic preſence awes th' intruding ſprite, 
And lays the dreaded goblins of the night. 


Warn'd by thoſe ſounds that tell the coming day, 
In haſte ſhe ſends her guardian faint away; 
For now the laſt nocturnal pleaſures ceaſe, 
Now midnight-balls the well-dreſs'd crouds releaſe; 
The fair unwilling quit th' illumin'd dome, 
For O] what well-bred nymph can reliſh "I ? 
TY attentive damſel, liſtening, ſeems to hear 


In every noiſe the rolling chariot near: 


Red 


12 err: on, 


Red flambeaus ſoon its ſwift approach denote, 
The pondrous knocker from its iron throat 

Sends forth redoubled peals—the hollow ground 
Quakes—while the ſpacious hall repeats the found, 
Thus, ere ſome conquering monarch treads the ſtage, 
Loud and triumphant notes our ears engage, 

The glad huzzas, the war-announcing drums, 
And brazen trumpets tell—a hero comes! 

Now view the Goddeſs in her eaſy chair, 

With down-caft eyes, and diſcontented air, 
Careleſs ſhe lolls, with toil, with grief oppreſs d, 
Regardleſs of the flower- beſprinkled veſt; 

The ſnowy arm her drooping head ſuſtains, 


And thus, with faltering voice, the nymph complains : 


L « Why 
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&© Why was I born with more tranſcendent charms 
Than thoſe which rouz'd the Grecian world to arms ? 
Why met in me, for ſo my lovers ſwore, 

The grace of DEvonsHIRE, the ſenſe of Mong ? 
Each morn, new offerings on my toilet ſhone, 
Each morn, new vaſſals crouch'd before my throne z 
For me, dull cits, O waſte of precious time ! 
Forſook arithmetic and ſtudied rhyme z 

Nay, ſilken beaus, deſponding lovers grown, 
Gaz'd on my charms, forgetful of their own ! 
AURELIA's name to diſtant lands was ſpread, | 
Where yet the Morning Foſt was never read ; 
Beyond the tawny nabob's gorgeous throne, 

And far as routs and maſquerades are known, 
And ſhall theſe many glories fade away, 


Ere yet one dazzling beauty feels decay ? 
O 


14 AUR ELI A;. on, 

O ! rather bear me to the ſhades of night, 

Where no bright flambeau darts its envied light ; 

Snatch me, half naked, to the frozen pole, 

Where no dear Solo fteals upon the ſoul, 

Where no ſoft youths in ſhining ſattin move, 

Sigh at our feet, and whiſper well-bred love; 

Whelm me, where N1Lvus pours his ſeven-fold tide, 

Or where black ſtreams through horrid W ApPING glide z 
Bid me no more my dear BI Jou careſs, 


Or bid me ceaſe to live —or ceaſe to dreſs !” 


« Forbid it heaven “ th* obſervant maid reply'd, 
te Forbid it honour, and forbid it pride 
Shall homage ceaſe ere youthful charms decay ? 


Shall the beau monde, who view thee day by day, 
To 
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To whom thy beauties life and being give, 
Forget that by AUREL1A's ſmiles they live? 


13 


Ah ! no—when HEALTH forgets her GRAhAu's name, 


And KATTERFELTO feels the bluſh of ſhame, 
When blooming toaſts for rural quiet ſigh, 
And gothic ſportinen at an opera AG 
When ſaints in crouds to theatres repair, 


Then ſhall the world forget that thou art fair !” 


« Alas, my faithful girl!” the Beauty cries, 
« Not fancied griefs have wak'd theſe heaving Sako, 
But baſe affronts, no belle unmoy'd can fee ; 
Another ſhares that homage due to me | 
O may this fatal night through BrITaix's clime 


Be mark'd with horror to remoteſt time! 


16 AURELI 4A; on, 


Let no young VESTRIs on this night appear, 
No PaccultroTT1 ſtrike the raviſh'd ear, 
No Rout, no Dance, no pleaſure let it ſhare, 
Shunn'd by the ſwain, and hated by the fair 
F LORIO, the gaudieſt of the gaudy train, 

Pert FLAvIA leads a captive in her chain; 
Even him, whom nymphs the prince of beaus confeſs, 
The firſt in beauty, and the firſt in dreſs; 

The Graces join to form his courtly air, 
Direct his ſteps and decorate bis hair; 

His breath more fragrant than Sabean ſpice; 
Eis teeth proclaim great HEMET's dentifrice ! 
No hardy youth his dictates dare oppoſe, 

Or ſlight the buckle which his taſte has choſe, 
Ah! think what grief a ſwain like this to hear 


Pouring ſoft flatt'ry in a rival's ear ; 


He 


THE CONTEST. 9 
He prais'd her bon-mits and her repartee, 
And ſcarcely ſaid a civil thing to me; 
O ! how my tortur'd heart with anguiſh bled, 
To ſee him ſmile at all the 3 ſaid, 
Though dull as jeſts which city wits repeat, 
Gothic and barbarous as the beef they eat 
Ee prais'd her tate, admir'd ber tangled hair, 
Unſhap'd and hideous as the Ruſſian bear, 
Vile as the t#tes that ſtrike our wondering fight 
At country boroughs on a race-ball night : 
How could he ogle ſuch a vulgar ſhe ! 
How could he kneel to any nymph—but me 
When at the board the rattling dice were heard, 
And kings and queens in painted pride appear'd, 
Eager to catch what beauteous Parkes faid, 
I, thoughtleſs, play'd a heart when ſpades were led; 
Vol. II. C But 


18 nt A: O x, 
But when I mark'd his 1 
And heard him ſwear he liv'd by FLAVIA's eyes, 
Such rage, ſuch grief abſorb'd my vital powers, 
As Sunday miſſes feel when caught in ſhowers, 
Or traders, when their ſhopmen court the mule, 
Or fretful bards defam'd by both Reviews, 

Or parents, who their darling child inter, 

Or modiſh dames when mantua- makers err 
My looks, * tears, the ſecret conflict tell, 
Swi from my conſcious hand the tea-cup fell ! 
O! fee this milk-white ſattin once ſo gay, 

Alas no ſtreams can waſh the ſtains away |! 

But what is ſattin ſtain'd, the faded flower, 

Or rumpled gauze, compar'd to loſs of power ? 
What further ill can FoxTuNE have in ſtore, | 
When thus ſhe bids a beauty reign no more 


To 
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To all the town another idol ſhows, 
To give nike laws to ſubjugated beaus ! | 
And yet, methinks, ſome joys may ſure be found 


Without this circle's faſcinating round ; 

At leaſt we'll try My proper garb prepare, 

Awhile we'll quit this mind-enfeebling air, 

Roam through the woods, or tread the frangled mead, 
Forget the toil of dreſs, and learn to work and read,” 


She faid ; and long in motionleſs ſurprize 
Her artful maiden ſtands, then thus replies: 
cc Shalt thou, nor plagu'd with guardian, aunt, nor fire, 
Shalt thou, an heireſs, from the world retire ? - 
Shall FLAvIA bear the envied palm away ? 
Rather let all our ſex's power decay, 
Rather let flames conſume the ſolid globe, 


And careleſs Mop1sH ſpoil your fay'rite robe! 
C 2 I know 
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2 AURELIA; ot 
I know the arts ſhe labours to diſguiſe, 
I know whence all her boaſted graces riſe; 
Thoſe charms which gain the creature ſuch renown, 
Are cull'd from every quarter of the town ; 
She buys her beauties at a price immenſe, 
Her breath from WARREN, and her teeth from SPENCE 3 
Each night her face is wrapp'd in greaſy bands, 
And Chineſe gloves enfold her arms and hands : 
If ſuch'a made-up thing can rival thee, 
Let park canals ftrive with the foaming ſea : 
Let Oxford hacks wit. Pegaſus compare, 
And Broad St. Giles's vie with Portman Square 
But did thy charms ſuch poor aſſiſtance need, 
Swift as through Hyde Park friſks the well-taught ſteed, 
To Perſia's realms, or Turkey's ſhores I'd fly, 


Where bright ſultanas in ſeraglios ſigh : 
| Where 
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Where ſoft coſmetics all their powers afford, 

To wake to barbarous love, a barbarous lord ; 

In ſearch of waſhes through the world I'd tray, 
Or to ſome French perfumers wing my way, 
Where all thoſe treaſures of the Eaſt they ſhow, 
That Georgian or Circaſſian beauties know, 
Duſt for the teeth, and liquids for the neck, 
Poudre de Fatmi, Blanc d Abumeleck. 

Then, O ! my miſtreſs, rouze your latent power, 
Her triumph is the triumph of an hour 
To-morrow, when the long- expected ball 

To yon proud dome the obedient world ſhall call, 
Go forth in all your pride; nor go in vain, 

Dart your quick lightnings at this erring ſwain, 


Show that thoſe eyes have far more power to kill 


Than ELL1oT's balls, or LEake's wide-waſting pill; 
By 
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22 AURELIA; os, 
By heaven] her ſickly charms will fade away 
Like the pale taper at the flambeau's ray: 
Aſſert your claim, diſpute the glorious * 


Vours is the triumph, and your rival dies 


So ſpoke the handmaid; while the liſtening Fair 
Gaz d in the mirror with majeſtic air; 
« Tell me, dear oracle,” ſhe cry'd, “ O ſay, 
Is KrrTTy right, or does my bloom decay? 
Say, ſhall I triumph ſtill, or rule no more ?” — 
The well-bred glaſs confirms what KiTTY ſwore : 
She ſees unthought-of beauties ruſh to view, 
Nor could ſhe doubt the mirror told her true, 


PE KiTTy,” ſhe ſaid, © this fattin I reſign, 
This milk-white ſattin is no longer mine. 
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Thy words, like martial trumpets heard from far, 
Awake my ſoul, and rouſe me to the war. 

But though in me unequal'd graces ſhine, 
Though Nature caſt me in a mould divine, 

Yet ſtill for once, (as well my KiTTy knows 
Mere natural charms can win no modern beaus) 
Art ſhall combine AURELIA's form to deck — 


Send, KITT, for ſome Blanc q Abumelech.” 


Thus, ere the thundering Hero mounts the car 
Which bears him through the purple fields of war, 
Though giant ſtrength each ſwelling muſcle ſhows, 
Though in his breaſt uudaunted courage glows, 
He truſts not ſolely to what Nature gives, 

From Art the warrior equal aid receives ; 

His ſinewy arms the keen-edg'd falchion rear, 

Shake the ſwift dart, or graſp the quivering ſpear, 
C 4 


Ss. AMAUREL MA; ide; 


The joining plates his brawny thighs conceal, 
And every limb is cloath'd in temper'd ſteel. 


Meantime fair K1TTY's fingers nimbly move, 
And ſoon diſrobe this ſecond queen of love. 
While her ſoft hands unbind the lofty head, 
O'er the wide chamber clouds of fragrance ſpread ; 
The ſcented powders whiten all the floor, 
Like.verdant fields with froſt-work {ilver'd o'er, 


But pauſe awhile=no more the theme purſue, 
For hark, her damſel bids the nymph adieu. 


END OF THE FIRST CANTO 
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G AN TO A 


P ERPLEX' D with buſy thought AURELIA lies, 
While varying ſchemes in quick ſucceſſion riſe ; 

For all her reſolution ſeems to fade 

When from her ſide withdraws th' inſpiring maid: 

Her wavering mind is now diſpos'd to yield, 

And leave her rival miſtreſs of the field, 

When ſober Reaſon ſhows how mean the ſtrife, 

How vain the buſineſs of a poliſh'd life; 

Then thirſt of ſway, which draws the female ſoul 


Reſiſtleſs as the needle to the pole, 
Glows 


26 AUR E LI A; or, 


Glows in her heart, and bids her once again 
Renew the conteſt, and ſecure her reign. 

At length Az RET, guardian of the Fair, 

Who 150 their toilets his peculiar care, 
Preſerves their paint, their powders and perfume, 
The better angel of the dreſſing- room, 

Wav'd o'er her head his all- controlling wand; 
Obedient Sleep attends the proud command; 
Then thrice the demon hurls his ſpells in air, 
Thrice gently breathes upon the lumbering Fair, 
And, ſprinkling clear collyrium on her eyes, 
Completes the charm, and bids the viſions riſe. 


The ſleeping maid her toilet now ſurveys, 


Which taper pins, and ſparkling gems diſplays ; 


Sudden 
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-Sudden the gems emit a burning light, 
The pins ſpontaneous riſe, and ſtand upright, 
From the ſmooth vaſe the conſcious ſtreams aſcend, 
And o'er the painted ſtand in fountains bend; 
The combs and bruſhes from the table bound, 
The boxes rattle, and the glaſs turns'round ; 
She ſtarts, a murmuring noiſe ſhe ſeems to hear, 
And three ſoft ſighs ſteal gently on her ear; 
Amaz'd ſhe ſees her cryſtal mirror ſhow 
The perfect image of a dazzling beau, 
Who, gazing on her charms, with tender air 
And voice melodious, thus addreſs'd the Fair. 
» , 
«© O Tov ! the joy of every mortal eye, 


Bright Nymph, Sultana, Angel, Deity ! 
A captive 


A captive Being in thy glaſs behold, 
And hear his lips the hidden world unfold ! 


Firſt know, when Death has ſeiz'd his pallid prey, 
And drove the ſpirit from it's houſe of clay, 

Still dregs of ſin man's airy ſubſtance tain, 

And darling vices in the ſoul remain: 

To purge this guilt away, great Jove ordains 

A tedious bondage, or conſuming pains : 

Some, clos'd in ice, beneath the northern ſky, 


Some chain'd in fires, or plung'd in ocean, lie ; 
Some here on earth in various forms remain 
Faſt bound, and wiſh a ſecond death in vain : 
The crafty trader in his warchouſe lies, 

Clos'd in a ponderous bale of merchandize 
The fleek churchwarden in a poor's-box lives, 


And ſwallows ſtill what liberal pity gives; 
| Tho 
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The lawyer, turn'd to parchments, plagues the great, 
Stirs up diſſention and litigious hate; 

In golden coins the pinching miſer bound, 

Like Cs AR ſhines with regal laurel crown'd ; 
Serjeants, like rods, the maſter's hand employ, 

And ſcourge that raw recruit, a truant boy; 
While ſcolds, who once the ſhell of Diſcord blew, 
Now clos'd in drum-ſticks beat the loud tattoo ; 
Bold qacks, whoſe noſtrums ſoon your fate decide, 
Harden to pills, or into tinctures glide z 
Drunkards, preſerv'd in fiery ſpirits lie, 

And like rare lizards ſtrike the wondering eye; 

. Gluttons, to ſoups and oily turtle paſs, 

And the ſmooth flatterer, ſhines—a looking-glaſs, - 


Such once was I, a dangler to the Fair; 


Still, as a glaſs, I praiſe their dreſs, their air ; 
6 I teach 
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I teach them how to make each youth a ſlave, 
And heighten every charm which Nature gave ; 


That wretched maid who ne'er with me was bleſt, 


Muſt ſtay at home, or go abroad undreſs'd, 


Ne'er gaze delighted on her blooming face, 

And mark, each riſing morn, ſome novel grace, 

Ne'er the dear joy of admiration know, 

Ne'er hear a ſigh, or view a kneeling beau fa 
While fix'd on earth, o'er all the impriſon'd bands 

Superior demons wave their ruling wands ; 

Of us, that near thy ſex in bondage lie, 

The great Az KEIL is the watchful ſpy; 

He, who of old, as A rabbins ſay, 


* For NAAMAH forſook the fields of day: . 
Now | 


* For NAAMAH, Sc.] NAAMAH, the daughter of LAMECH, 


ſuppoſed to have invented ſpinning and weaving, is thought by 
ſome 
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Now round the Fair his guardian wings he ſpreads, 
And o'er the toilet fragrant odour ſheds, 

In thin pomatums thickening oil he pours, 
And damag'd rouge to crimſon bloom reſtores, 
At his command behold thy ſlave appear, 

And thus, by me, his friendly counſels hear ; 
O ! let not Reaſon's matron voice control 
The gay emotions of thy poliſh'd ſoul, 

Think not to quit dear Diſſipation's bowers, 
And waſte in lonely wilds thy mournful hours, 
But ftill through flowery paths delighted roam, 


Nor bear, for one ſhort night, to ſtay at home: 


ſome authors to have been the wife of Noan, and by others, of 
HAM ; her name ſignifies beautiful, or delightful, and her perſon is 
faid by ſome Jewiſh rabbins to have been ſo charming that two an- 
gels, Az A and AZAEL, or, as he is ſometimes called, AZALZEL, 
tell in love with her, and begat on her demons, called GBDIM. 
Antient Univerſal Hiſtory, vol. i. p. 160. 
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What though one triumph grace a rival name, 

A thouſand triumphs have ſecur'd thy fame: 

Go on, nor heed though fops unhurt appear, 
Though envious beauties chafe when thou art near 
Fly to the play, the concert, and the ball, 

Be true to FasHIOx's laws, and conquer all ! 

But, O!] beware ! nor let thy fancy ſtray 

From HER, whom every female ſhould obey, 

Still let thy ſoul her ruling power confeſs, - 


Great patroneſs of arts and mighty queen of dreſs !”? 


He ceas'd, and graceful bow'd—The glaſs again 
Whirl'd round, and leſt at once th' atrial ſwain. 
But ſoon again a creaking noiſe ſhe hears, 

Its verdant lid the poliſh'd caſket rears ; 


Sudden 
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Sudden erect her oval derbe ſtands, 

The lated figure ſeems to wave it's hands ; 

No more it ſhews her grandſire's hoary head, 

Loſt are his white hairs and his wrinkles fled, 

His duſky brown to glowing ſcarlet turns, 

And the bright gorget on his boſom burns; 

A blooming youth, without reſpect to age, 

Uſurps the place where roſe the reverend ſage ; 


His eyes dart love- ſick glances ere he ſpoke, 


Then from his ruby lips theſe accents broke, 


« Too-beauteous nymph, thy late admirer ſee, 
Behold his ſhade who, living, worſhip'd thee ! 
Thou know'ſt how late, by the gay world admir'd, 
By nobles envied, by the fair deſir'd, 
"RE . D 1 ſhone 
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I ſhone the foremoſt of the glittering train, 

And ſcarcely wooed one fluttering nymph in vain: 

I ſtole the virgin's giddy heart away, 

The wife, the widow fell my lovely prey ; 

At length my dazzled eyes your power confeſs'd, 

Four months you reign'd ſole idol of my breaft, 

Each art I try'd—but Death, unfeeling, hurl'd 

Th' unerring ſhaft, and ſnatch'd me from the world, 
Alas ! how chang'd the ſcene ! no more I rove 

Through fragrant bowers, and ſip the ſweets of love ; 

Stern Juſtice as me waves her iron wand, 

And thunders in my ears the harſh command; 

For ages bids me here in bonds remain, 

For ages bids me feel unceaſing pain. 

While you, bright mortal ! breathe this vital air, 

1 watch each motion of my darling fair; 


New, 
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Now, in thy locket's narrow cell cl 
I hang, tormented, on thy heaving breaſt, 
Or, turn'd to duſt, in ſcented powders fly, 
Or wreath'd in circling curls I helpleſs lie ; 
Now, balls of ſoap my tender frame confine, 
Now, in a brilliant, on thy hand I ſhine ; 
Now, o'er thy head, like trembling feathers play, 
And now in fragrant eſſence glide away. 
Whate'er the ſhape my tortur'd ſoul diſplays, 
Still on thy lovely form I fondly gaze; 
Still all the panps of living dotards prove, 
Still burn with wild defire—for till I love | 

When ſpangled coxcombs at thy feet appear, 
And whiſper tender nonſenſe in thine ear ; 
With hate and vengeful jealouſy I glow, 
Watch every look, and curſe the happy beau 
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Ye Powers ethereal | muſt I e' er behold 
A mortal's arms my darling fair enfold ? 
Gods! let me ne'er that dreadful moment ſee ! 
O! ſtill remain a maid ! and pity me !— 
But hark — my buſy demon cries, Give o'er 
Thy vain complaints, and ſpeak thy woes no more,”— 


Brief let me be—This night forbear to join 


The nimble band who form th” extended line; 


Secure in minuet dignity advance, 
But ſhun the vulgar, heat-creating dance ; 

And O!] where'er thou go'ſt thy bracelet wear, 

And guard the precious toy with all thy care; 

For now my ſpirit in the frame Oy my A 


And through the cryſtal ſcems a fire in years ; 
That portrait every evil {hall fo. e ell; 


There fix thy eyes, and mark each feature well, 
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But foft—methinks I ſcent the noon-tide air; 
Awake! tay proud habiliments prepare; 
Awake! thy glimmering taper juſt expires, 

The ſun-beams pale its ineffectual fires; 
Awake! to F ASHION bow the bended knee, 


Beware the dance, and O ! remember me!“ 


The virgin wakes, and gazes round her bed, 


But finds the tranſitory viſion fled : | 
Awhile her morning cares are caſt behind, 
Awhile'the wodlrodt Sram abſorbs her mind; 


Put ſoon laborious thought fatigues the fair; 


A far more pleaſing fubj6Q Udiins her care; 


Reſplendent robes, dear dhe of female joy 
Ruſh to her view, and all her ſoul employ ; 
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Now this, now that, pre- eminence obtains, 

By turns the puce, by turns the corbeau reigns z 

Where all are fair, what power her choice can guide 

To fix on one, and lay the reſt aſide ! 

At length on high her ſnowy arm ſhe rears, 

The taſſel trembles, and the ſlave appears; 

Til EiTTY is AURELIA helpleſs lies; 

What nymph without th* aſſiſting maid can riſe ! 
Now o'er her head the ſpotleſs coat is thrown, 

And faſten'd at her waiſt, a binding zone; 


Then, round her claſp'd, a ſtrange machine behold, 


Like the tough corſlet worn by knights of old; 
With ribs of cane and bones of mighty whale, _ 
It ſtands erect, impenetrable mail! 


Two hollow cavities on either fide 
Receive her well-turn'd arms; ſmooth bindings hide 
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The ſharp-edg'd bone; behind an hundred eyes 
Appear, through which the bright tag nimbly flies ; 
Her damſel trains the cord with all her might, 
At length the corſlet's ſtubborn ſides unite. 
Then o'er the fair is thrown a ſnowy veſt, 
Which veils the beauties of her ſwelling breaſt, 
With azure ribband at her wriſt is bound, | 
And, negligently falling, ſweeps the ground; 
Such the thin robe of Gallia's ſmiling train, 
Who proudly name it Chemiſe de la Reine. 

While KiTTyY's hands the riſing nymph adorn, | 
She tells the wondrous viſion of the morn ; 
The ſervient maiden heard with patient = 
Then thus began, like the prophetic ſeer. 


« To me, long ſince, were ſigns and wonders ſhown, 
To me, long ſince, myſterious rites were known; 
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An aged beldam of th* Egyptian band, 
Vers'd in the noble ſcience of the hand, 

Who diſtant good or evil could relate, 

The great high-prieſteſs of all-ruling Fate, 
Would oft, to me, her preſcient lore impart, 
And teach the wonders of her powerful art; 
With her I ſtrove to mark the branching line, 
And hence the virgin's future loves divine ; 
To whirl the cup, and in the dregs explain. 
The coming billet-doux, the kneeling ſwain; 
But, more than all, it was my conſtant theme 
T” explore the ſecrets of the morning dream. 

When airy forms our ſleeping thoughts engage, 

Approaching joy and triumph they preſage; 
The portrait that uſurp'd thy grandfire's place, 


Gazing enamour'd on th y beauteous face, 


Tortendg 
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Portends that FLor1o ſoon, like him, ſhall prove 


The reſtleſs victim of conſuming love : 


The dangler, to a mirror turn'd, may ſhow 


Fron fo ſhall ſoon a ſecond mirror grow; 

For, as the glaſs in which you daily gaze, 

Reflects your ſmiles, and every grace diſplays, © | 

So ſhall the living youth your image wear, 

And point you out, the faireſt of the fair; 

Ris praiſe, the glaſs to make your charms more known, 


The glaſs, to ſhew you to th' admiring town.“ 1 


She ſaid—The beauty heard with wild delight; 
Fir'd by the ſcer, ſhe burn'd to meet the fight— 


« Bid CHARLES at evening, to the varniſh'd car 


Yoke the white ſtceds to bear me to the war; 


. 
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And hear, my KrTTy, ſwift as eagles move, 
Prepare the mighty ſpells that waken love ; 
Let paints and powders, waſhes and perfume, 
Spread all around and fill the ſcented room : 
But firſt, ere yet J haſten to be dreſs'd, 

Join this rich tucker to my gorgeous veſt, 
And let ſome truſty ſlave with ſpeed repair 


To call the great artificer of hair.“ 


0 U 


Th' obedient damſel hears the dread id 
The ſhining needle arms her active hand; 
Now here, now there the ſlender weapon flies, 
And now it ſeems to fall, and now to riſe: 
Not ſwifter, as immortal poets tell, 
Jove's ancient blackſmith thunder'd in his cell, 
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When, by the prayers of flattering VExus won, 
He forg'd bright armour for her warrior ſon : 
The hoarſe chief calls, the ſwelling bellows blows, 
The fierce fire blazes, the bright iron glows, 
The grim ſlaves pant, the ponderous hammers fly, 
Now ſounding fall, and now are rais'd on high ! 
So toils the maid with equal ſpeed and pains, 

And ſoon the lace is bound in filken chains. 


Now frowning Night up-rear'd her matron head 
In Heaven's dim vault, gay Sol affrighted fled; 
Now ſcud through crowded ſtreets the oily band, 
Halt at each door, and lift the flaming brand; 
Now howling wolves, impatient for their prey, 
From ſnow-clad mountains take their murtherous way 
The 
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The rambling veſtal to the Strand repairs, 


And chaunts her ſiren ſong, and ſpreads her wily ! 


When bright AUREL1A mounts her lofty chair, 


Cloath'd in looſe robes, unbound her ſpreading hair 
On either ſide the hallow'd ſeat behold 

Two trembling tapers, rais'd on ſtands of gold: 

She gives the word her maidens uſher in 

A ſtately figure, ſallow, tall, and thin; 

Array'd in,whiten'd garments, like the ſwain 

Who grinds to cult the farinaceous grain 

Thrice low he bends, then, drawing near the fair, 
He ſhakes a downy puff with graceful air, 

Long, blue-ſtain'd irons from his ſtriped attire 

He draws, and gives them to the glowing fire: 
While this white pontiff's hands aloft are ſpread, 


In folemn pomp to c'evate the head, 


Two 
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Two ſpotleſs virgins of the ſervient band, 

Cloſe by the ſhrine in awful ſilence ſtand ; 

One, puffs and Mar'challe powder lifts on high, 
And gives ſoft ointment for the deity ; 

One ready waits, thin, forked wires to bend, 
Stain'd o'er with black, and ſharp at either end, 
And bears thoſe inſtruments of ſpecial note, | 
Form'd of ſmooth ivory, or the tortoiſe” coat, 
Whoſe poliſh'd teeth their various points diſcloſe, 
Some wide extending, ſome in clofer rows, 

Her golden treſſes, wreath'd in ſtubborn pride, 
Now form three hollow tubes on either fide ; 
Thick and more thick the clouds of fragrance roll, 
And brown and yellow duſt o'erſhades the whole; 
At length, the labour of ſucceſſive hours, 


In form complete the finiſh'd wonder tow'rs. 
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Th' impatient virgin to the mirror flies, 
And marks each Rrigeting hair with ſearching eyes z 
A damſel then her glittering forfex rears, 
Each ftraggling hair as quickly diſappears. 
Meantime; with ſecret care, her watchful maid 
Art's choiceſt treaſure on the toilet laid; 
Here bluſh'd the red, there ſhone the liquid blue, 
The milk of roſes, and Olympian dew ; 
Soon her foft cheek with brighter crimſon glows, 
And white more Sali on her boſom grows ; 
Where the ſmooth paint obſcures the branching veins 


, 


Her ſteady hand with tint cerulean ftains, 


At length, complete the beauties of her face, 


The nymph prepares her ſlender limbs to grace: 


| 
| | Firſt to her waiſt a vaſt machine is bound, 
Which ſpreads its bending arms to reach the ground; 
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Like that fam'd arch, the gay Venetian's pride, 
Which o'er the flood extends from fide to ſide ; 
On this wide curve the ſhining coat behold, 
The ſilver trembles, burns the yellow gold ; 
Bright foils, far ſtreaming, dart their vivid rays, 
Here glow like emeralds, there like rubies blaze; 
The varied ftraws in rich feſtoons are hung, 
And ſilken taſſels dance the folds among. 

But now her confidante, with anxious care, 
Completes the head-dreſs of the patient fair: 
Aloft the white tiara roſe, behind 
The ſlender lappets kiſs the wanton wind; 
Amidſt her hair the well-plac'd brilliants play, 
Like pointed ſtars, and form a milky way; 

High above all the ſpotted plumes are ſpread, 
Wave their ſoft tops, and tremble o er her head, 
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The gloſſy ſattin faſtens at her breaſt, 
Smooth ſtuds of pearl confine the meeting veſt; 
Her train majeſtic ſweeps 2long the floor, 
Like the proud robe which ancient monarchs wore : 
A rich bouquet above her boſom roſe, 
An hundred gems the mimic flowers compoſe. 
The bracelets next her ſlender wriſts enfold, 
The chains of orient pearl, the claſps of gold; 
While, ſtarr'd with India's gems, in ſpendid pride 
The bright repeater dances at her fide. 
And laſt ſhe ſeizes in her ſnowy hand, 
Her ivory fan, the enſign of command; 
On the rich mount, where foils and ſpangles blaze, 
Soſt forms ariſe and tales of ancient days 
Here yourhful Pars, with Pariſian air, 


Preſents the pippin to the curt'ſying fair; 


O'er 
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O'er diſtant ſeas from diſtant climes it came, 
To give * to the beauteous dame; 
Where'er this weapon points, a lover falls, 
The death of foplings and the dread of balls ! 


And now the ſnorting ſteeds are heard from far, 
O'er the firm pavement bounds the modern car; 
The yellow ſpokes like rays of glory ſtream, 

The rolling circles dart a filvery gleam ; 
Rais'd o'er_the bending perch, on ſilver ſprings, 
From ſide to ſide the varniſh'd body ſwings, 
Which, like a mirror, every obje ſhows, 
Burns with the ſun, or with the flambeau glows ? 
On the ſmooth ſurface blazon'd trophies riſe, 
And myſtic paintings ſtrike the gazer's eyes; 
Vo. Il. E | Thron'd 
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Thron'd on a cloud, that almoſt ſeems to move, 
Here in proud pomp appears the Queen of love; 
Before her, hand in hand, the Graces fly, 

And little Loves hang fluttering in the ſky ; 
Cvue1D, adventurous boy, with ſmiling face 
Beſtrides the Monarch of the ſavage race, 

With daring heel he ſpurs his ſhaggy ſides, 
And, with a touch, the roaring monſter guides: 
Oer theſe, in bending wreaths ſoft roſes twine, 
And round the border mimic jewels ſhine. 

A lofty ſeat the charioteer ſuſtains, 

Erect he towers and ſhakes the ſtudded reins 3 


Beneath him ſpreads the cloth of yellow dye, 

The varied fringe hangs trembling from on high: 
His ftceds, impatient, paw the flinty ground, 

Toſs their proud heads and throw the foam around ; 


Loſt- 
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Soft-beaming creſcents on their foreheads play, 
And down their ſides the yellow taſſels ſtray ; | 
While filver'd trappings bind them to the car, 

Refle& the light and glitter from afar, 

The Goddeſs enters —in majeſtic pride 
Her chaperone is ſeated by her fide ; 
The livery'd vaſſals at one active bound 
Vault up behind ;—the courſers ſpurn the ground, 
They ſnort, they rear; the flambeaus round her play, 
Tinge the red ſtreets and lighten all the way. 


So glaring meteors ſtrike the dazzled eye, 
Blaze as they move, and ſeem to fire the ſky, ' 


END OF THE SECOND CAN To. 
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| Was RE the dry'd produce of the graſſy plain 
Lies pil'd in truſſes on the creaking wain, 
Rude in its outward form, there ſtands a dome 
Known to the quavering ſons of modern Rome; 
Here Diss ir ATTON wears the regal crown, 
And rules the fluttering inſects of the town. 

Here all her prieſts in gaudy trappings wait, 
And ſtrive with pompous rites t' allure the great; 


Now with heart- melting ſounds they woo the throng, 


| Touch the ſoft firings or pour the ſwelling ſong ; 
ON Now 
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Now bid Lx Picq, or TyzoDoRE advance 

In all the graces of the Gallic dance ; 

And now, with love-devoted maſks, they hide 

Th' impatient virgin and the roving bride. 
To this proud temple modern peers repair 

To ſhew their taſte in dreſs, and charm the fair; 

And here, the pleaſure-loving beauty flies 

To fee new conqueſts and new faſhions riſe ; 

By theſe abſorb'd, the muſic of the ſpheres 

Would ſcarcely firike their inattentive ears, 

Though oft on thrilling trains they ſeem to doat, 

And melt in exſtacy at every note, 


This brilliant night a gay R1DoTTo calls 


The race of idlers to theſe gilded walls, 
E 3 The 
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The world was met—there ſhone th' expecting fair, 
There FLAvIA ſmil'd, and FLon1o ſparkled there; 
Gauze, flowers and gems o erſpræad the female train, 


And ftraw, fit emblem of a crazy brain. 
AURELIA enters; ſtrait the buzzing crowd 
Declare her name, and ſpeak her charms aloud z 
All ſeem to feel her power, where'er ſhe turns 
A rival envies and a loyer burns. 
Inſpiring . muſic ſounds a youth of France 
Leads the bright maid to the flow-moving dance; 
Around, in circles, preſs th' admiring throng, 
While, with majeſtic ſtep, ſhe glides along. 
As when immortal VESTRIS (kims the ſtage, 
Joy of each heart, delight of youth and age 
On buoyant air his floating arms are ſpread, 
The feathers, graceful, dance upon his head, 


Now 
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Now rais'd he ftands, with conſcious merit big, 
And now twirls fwiſtly like the ſchool-boy's gig 3 
He vaults, then reſts upon his riſing toe, 
To the loud tranſport of the pit below : 
The nymph in heedlefs rapture breaks her fan, 


And every tongue proclaims him more than man 


Thus on the fair all ranks, all ages gaze, 
And ev'n unfeeling foplings whiſper praiſe ! 

Say, all-obſerving Muſe ! their names recite 
Who fell her victims that deſtructive night 
Firſt, young Mil KINO, whom maternal care 
Rear d in the rural ſhades of Groſvenor Square; 
Now here an early fate the ſtripling found, 

The nymph's firſt curt'ſy gave the ſecret wound 
Then, as ſhe paſs'd, ſhe ſhot a random dart 


Which pierc'd accompliſh'd Zxrhrx to the heart; 
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La VI1oLETTE, and gentle Rose-Dew fell, 
TvuL1P the gay, and well-dreſs'd FALLADEL, 
Lords and Red Ribbons felt the ſpreading flame, 
And Knights and Cal'nels of infariar name 3 
Ev'n FLongo, kindling with the ſoft alarms, 
Forgot his Paris ſuit, and FLAvia's charms ; 
AURELIA's brighter tints victorious prove, 
For ſoon he loves—as much as beaus can love ! 
While for this goddeſs ſighs each courtly ſwain, 
The lighted belles begin th? accuſtom'd ſtrain : 
One ſpeaks her age, but doubles every year, 
And wonders whence ſuch youthful charms appear; 
The liſtening friend looks wiſe and ſhakes her head, 
Then whiſpers where ſhe buys her white and red, 


So when a troop of authors grace the pit, 
To weigh the merits of a brother wit, 
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If loud applauſe the generous town beſtow, 
With angry ſkill each latent fault they ſhow ; 
They pine and fret at every happy ſtroke, 
And grow more grave with each ſucceſsful joke. 

Now ſound the livelier notes ; from end to end 
The nymphs and ſwains in one long line extend : 
Accompliſh'd FLoz1o aſks AURELIA'S hand, | 
And leads th* exulting maid to join the frolic band, 
Sudden the bracelet preſfs'd her arm—amaz'd, 
On the rich toy the fearful virgin gaz'd ; 
The painted figure ſeems to roll his eyes, 
The lips convulſive move, the colour flies; 
She ſtarts appall'd—ſhe dreads ſome dire miſchance, 
And thrice, with faltering voice, declines the dance; 5 
The youth, in ſounds no female can withſtand, 
Perſuades, entreats, and takes her yielding hand; 

His 
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His honied words the wavering fair regain, 

And render dreams and ſigns and warnings vain ! 

Then through the maze with active bound they ſpring, 

The wide floor trembles, the high ceilings ring; 

Now here, now there, the crowded ranks divide, 

Now backward move, now change from fide to ſide, 

Now through the midſt they wing their eager way, 

And following now in fair proceſſion ſtray, 

Now in a mimic croſs they beat the ground, 

And now like circling eddies whirl around. 
ae 

And lead the conquering beauty through the dance, 

Springs from her ſeat, rage ſparkling in her eyes, 


Breaks through the preſs, and to the chariot flies: 

Thus, when ſome ravening tyger of the wood 

Has ſeiz'd the fawn and ſmear' d his fangs with blood, 
I, 
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If, while he drags along th* expected prey, 
The haughty lion chance to croſs his way, 
Both, growling, halt—the carcaſe they ſurround, 
Extend their claws, and tear the ſolid ground; 
With horrid yells the mighty war they wage, 
Their eye-balls flaming with unſated rage; 
Black blood deforms the graſs, the hills the dales 
Reſound ; at length ſuperior force prevails ; 
The ſpotted beaſt reſigns th* untaſted prize, 
And, bleeding, to the diſtant thicket flies. 

But while the young delighted ſcud along, 


The peaceful matrons round the fide-boards throng z 


Here in clear glaſſes quivering jellies play, 
There candied fruits are pil'd in bright array, 


Streams of ſherbet from ſilver vaſes glide, 
And ſweet orgeat pours forth its milky tide, 
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Here WELT IIE's cates, in various forms, entice, 

Smooth comfits, acid drops, and creams of ice. 
AURELIA now, o'ercome with toil and heat, 

Forſakes the dance, and ſeeks the neighbouring ſeat ; 

But while ſhe moves along with languid air, 

The ladies ſneer, the youths too rudely ſtare ; 

A ſecret whiſper circles through the crowd, 

Some ſmile, ſome, more uncivil, laugh aloud ; 

Ev'n poliſh'd'FLor1o, leſs attentive grown, 

Leads to her ſeat, then leaves the nymph lone.” 

« What can this mean ? perhaps ſome curl,” ſhe faid, 

6 Loos'd from the wire, too negligent has ftray'd !” 

The pocket-mirror from her hoop ſhe draws, 

And anxious ſeeks the unſuſpected cauſe ; 

O hideous ſight ! a yellow circle ſtains 


Her ivory forehead and her azure veins, 


Shook 


DE CONTEST 6x 
Shook from er hair, the looſe duſt falling down, 
Turns the pure lilies to a duſky brown ; _ 
Warm dewy drops o'er all her features ſtray, 
And mark with varied hues their devious way, 
Here ſnowy ſtreams with meeting blue unite, 
There bluſhing pink uſurps the place of white ; 
Amaz'd, confus'd, the trembling beauty ſtands, 
The mirror falls, all ſhatter'd, from her hands, 
Her blood, no longer warm, forgets to play, 
She hangs her head, and ſickening faints away : 
But ſoon young ZETHYR flew to raiſe the fair, 
Unfurl'd the fan, and wak'd reviving air. 
AzZAEL, whom the Fates forbad to aid, 
Or warn, in clearer terms, th' ill-fated maid, 
Now on his ſounding pinions mounts on high, | 
Shoots through the roof and cleaves the yielding ſky ; 
O'er 
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O'er hills, o'er ſeas, th' impatient demon flew, 

Till Paris' gaudy towers appear in view ; 

High above all proud FAsHIox's 1 ſtands, 

Wide as the domes of Joys, tho” built by mortal hands. 
An hundred ſpacious courts AZAEL paſt, 

And reach'd the hall magnificent and vaſt : 


Great FAs Ho here, in regal pomp, behold, 
Two grinning apes ſupport her throne of gold, 
Which, riſing on a pivot, veers about, 

And ſhifts by turns to all the circling rout. 
Her party-colour'd veſtments ſeem to glow 
With every gem the mines of India know; 
Like rays of glory, o'er her ſacred head, 

A radiant bow in changing colours ſpread, 
High in the midſt th* imperial altar ſtands, 
And round in circles preſs th' adoring bands, 


Knights, 
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Knights, ſoldiers, peers, and all the female train, 
Dames of Verſailles, and nymphs of Drury-lane, 
Obſervant courtiers near the ſovereign wait, 

And, by her fide, the miniſters of ſtate ; 

Here PR1Ds, with frowning brows and ſcowling eyes, 
Springs from mean earth and ſeems to reach the ſkies ; 
He bears a ſcroll where all his merits ſhine, 

And all th' achievements of his glorious line: 

Here FoLLy ſtands in gaudy colours dreſs'd, 

And gold and diamonds ſparkle on her breaſt ; 

Now loud ſhe laughs and plays with wanton grace, 
Then checks tur Giles and-waare > titre fits: 
Laſt, tho' not leaſt, fair VAxI Tx appears, 

Her better hand a ſhining mirror bears, 

Which ſhows more charms than e' er her perſon knew, 
But ſcorns to bring her blemiſhes to view: 


64 AU RELA A; i on; 
In this ſhe every moment caſts her eyes, 
And every moment ſees freſh beauties riſe. 
The demon, preſſing through the gaping crowd, 
Draws near the throne, and thus exclaimſ aloud. 
« O Tuou! by milliners and taylors bleſs'd, 
By great practitioners in hair confeſs'd ! 
Serv'd by the young, of high and low degree, 
Of belles the great, the only Deity |! 
That wretch becomes, who dares to ſlight thy rules, 
The jeſt of witlings, and the ſcoff of fools, 
. No merits raiſe him, and no wreath adorns, 
His friends avoid him, and his miſtreſs ſcorns ! 
You give the actor more than half Hits, 
Your breath can raiſe or ſink the poet's name; 
If you command * * * ſhall be read, 
And Pops with ruſtics hide his laurell'd head. 


You 
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Vou turn the ſtream of wealth where'er you will; 

You grant phyſicians liberty to kill, 

Or give the beauty equal power to move, 

And bid dukes, earls, and barons die with love. 
AURELIA, faireſt of the Britiſh fair, 

Now yields her heart a prey to dumb deſpair ; 

She ſees her hopes by dire misfortune croſt, 

And half her fame for beauty nearly loſt ! 

A tribe of artiſts late have croſs'd the ſea, 

Who boaſt of Letters Patent given by thee, 

Baſe, quack perfumers ! who will taint thy fame, 

And plunder thoſe that venerate thy name 

For though, perhaps, thy hand and ſeal they bought, 

Their ſpecious drugs perform not what they ought ; 

Their paſtes the ſlighteſt motion will diſplace, 

Unfit to ſpread on any Chriſtian face 
Vol. II- 7 From 
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From theſe, too ſure, the faichleſs compound came, 
Which wrought ſuch evil to the hapleſs dame, 
Still at thy ſhrine was ſeen the pious maid, 

To thee, each morn, her earlieſt vows were paid; 
Then, O! in pity, grant AzAzL's prayer, 

And make thy beauteous votary all thy care; 
Wipe off the ſtigma that each envious belle 

Now haſtes with eager extaſy to tell; 

Elſe ſhall the brighteſt nymph thy power diſown, 
Apoſtate turn, and bow at Reaſon's throne, 

O ! grant, great Deity ! ſome magic hue, 

Some milk immortal or celeſtial dew, 

Which no rude hand, no warmth can e'er remoye, 
And ſoft and laſting as the glow of hs; 

So ſhall AuRELIA ſtill her power maintain, 


And lead from rout to rout the captive train; 
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So ſhall thy crowded courts new votaries ſee, 


For all her worſhippers ſhall worſhip thee !”? 


He ceas'd—with ſmiles the favouring Goddeſs hears, 
Her a ſceptre to the roof ſhe rears, 
When lo! a tribe deſcend, whoſe garb exhales 
A richer fragrance than Arabian gales ; 
High o'er their heads a waving banner flies, f 
Where civet- cats in mimic colours riſe: 
A filver Still two menial vaſſals bear, 
The tribe ſurround it, and their charms prepare z 
One, in the veſſel milky jeſs' mine throws, 
And ſilver ſnow-drops ; one, the full-blown roſe 
* Pluck'd by a virgin for a powerful ſpell 
(While, from the ſteeple, toll'd the midnight bell), 

F 2 On 


* Pluck'd by a virgin for a powerful ſpell.) Perhaps the reader 
need not be informed that it is a common cuſtom with country girls 
| to 
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On that fam'd eve when many a village laſs 
* Through the dim porch ſees future ſpectres paſs, 
Or, trembling, marks the youth ſhe loves the beſt 
+ Stalk to the fire, and turn her ſnowy veſt. 
Then in che riſing ſteam they gently throw 
The little finger of a ſcented beau, 
A glow-worm's tail, the lynx's radiant eye, 
The gilded wings of every painted fly ; 
O'er theſe gay FoLLy ſheds a ſhower of dew 
Caught from a thouſand blooms of various hue, 
| While 


to pick a full-blown roſe on Midſummer-eve, exactly as the clock 
ſtrikes twelve, which, being kept unſeen till Chriſtmas- day, is then to 
be taken out of their boſom by the perſon deſtined to be their huſ- 
band. | 

* Through the dim porch ſees ſuture ſpectres paſs.) Tt is likewiſe 
believed, that thoſe who have the courage to fit all that night in the 


church porch, will ſee the ſhades of thoſe pariſhioners glide into 


the church, who are to die the following year. 
Stall to the fire, and turn her ſnowy weſt.) The ceremony of 


hanging a ſhift to the fire on the ſame evening, to be turned by the 
future huſband, is well known. 


r 
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While ſmiling V awrTY's impatient hand 
Stirs the mix'd compound with an ivory wand, 
And PRIDE, advancing with demeanour ſage, 
Dips in the fuming ſtew his proving gage 3 
Then, from the tap, a glaſſy vaſe they fill, 
And the ſlaves vaniſh with the wonderous Still, 

The Goddeſs now her ſceptre waves again, 
Lo! from her footſtool riſe a female train; 
A two-edg'd ſteel, whoſe meeting points unite, 
Hangs at their ſide, as poliſh'd filver bright; 
One, in her lap, a ſilken book diſplays 
On whole red leaves, thin, long-eyed, weapons blaze, 
And one a taper yard majeftic rears, 
While round her neck the milk-white thread appears ; 
Each arms her finger with a filver ſhield, 
And each prepares her ſlender ſpear to wield, 
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The work begins; firſt yielding wire they bend, 
O'er this the crape and floating gauze extend, 
With ſilken chains the fine-wrought lace they bind, 
Which meets in graceful puffs, or waves behind; 
One, with light hand, the ſtraw- wove ribband ſpreads, 
One, with wide forfex, clips th' exuberant threads; 
While midſt the ſnowy head-drefs ſeem to grow 
Such flowers as fancy paints on FLoR 4's brow, 
At length, with niceſt care, the artiſts place 
Their finiſh'd labour in a ſhelt'ring caſe, 
Lin'd with romances and poetic ſtrains, 
And tender billet-doux from tender ſwains 3 
Then lay it humbly at their ſovereign's feet, 
Thrice lowly bend and modeſtly retreat. 
When thus the Goddeſs—*® Haſte, Az NEIL, bear | 


The gifts of FasH410n to the ſorrowing fair: 
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This beauty- giving liquid ſhall beſtow 
More laſting bloom than earthly compounds know; 
And let this gay Tiara grace her head, 
The breath of magic blanch'd each myſtic thread, 
This every eve ſome varying form ſhall take 
And change with every mode.” — The Goddeſs ſpake: 
The Sprite with joy receives the precious load, 


Bows to the throne and quits the bright abode. 


END OF THE THIRD CANTO®O. 
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O WOMAN lovely as the dawn of day | 
Soft as the downy breaſt of verdant May 
Bright as the golden ſun in cloudleſs ſkies ! 

Life of the gay and ſolace of the wiſe ! 

O, why muſt Folly half your powers impair, 
And Art corrupt what Nature made fo fair? 


Ere FAs Ho ſpread her peſtilential band 
Through every cranny of the Britiſh land, 
Ere country ladies quite diſcarded ſenſe, 

And Mops flew down with every Diligence, 


There was a time when Woman ſcorn'd diſguiſe, 


When nymphs were innocent, and matrons wiſe 


When 
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When undreſs'd hair was no diſgrace to youth, 
And ladies“ maids could venture to ſpeak truth; 
When wives d:{dain'd the titled ſlave of vice, 
And lov'd their huſbands more than dreſs or dice; 
But now, all ranks the garb of Folly wear, 

All ages now the reigning frenzy ſhare ! 


WHILE great AZAEL, like the God of day, 
Breaks through b clouds his daring way, 
At diſtance from the buſy ſcene convey d, 

Her car receives the melancholy maid; 

Through the dim ſtreet the beaming carriage flies, 
Swift as Aurora's wain o'er kindling ſkies ; 

At length the ſteeds ſtop ſhort—the nymph deſcends, 


Her faithful yaſlal in the hall attends; 
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Up the wide ſtairs with penſive ſtep ſhe moves, 
Her arm ſupported by the maid ſhe loves, 
Diſcerning maid ! for feon AURELIA's woe 
She marks, and bids her ready forrows flow ; 
With mutual fighs the veſtments are unbound, 
And all the pomp, unheeded, ſtrews the ground; 
Little they ſpoke, for grief, too-mighty, wrung 
The ſwelling heart, and falter'd on the tongue; 
At length, Her taſk perform'd, the damſel goes 
To find in homelier ſheets more calm repoſe, 
But while in ſolitude the mourner lies, 
Diſcordant paſſions in her boſom riſe ; 
A thouſand times, with facrilegious rage, 
She calls for vengeance on the mighty ſage, 


Whoſe long laborious toil and patient care, 


Thoſe arts reveal'd fo uſeful to the fair, 


Which 
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Which bid wan cheeks with ſudden roſes glow, 
And ſpread o'er ſwarthy necks unſpotted ſnow : 
Nay, ſtrange to tell ! ſhe meditates to fly 
From all the joys that beauties prize fo high, 
To give dreſs, pomp and folly to the wind, 
Neglect her perſon and improve her mind ! 
At length a ſprite, in robes of poppy dreſt, 
Lights on her weary brow, and lulls to reſt, 
And now, in dreams, her ſwift-wing'd fancy roves 
Jo ſoſt- deſcending vales and riſing groves ; 
Around her wanton ſport the dappled deer, 
And woodland muſic breaks upon her ear; 
Bright ſets the glowing ſun, his ruddy beams 
Fringe the red trees with gold, and dance upon the ſtreams, 
A ſpotleſs doe, the faireſt of the breed, 
Springs from the brake and ſcuds along the mead, 
A tribe 
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A tribe of lovers on her ſteps attend, 
Mount the ſmooth hill or down the ſfope deſcend ; 
Now, ſwoln with pride, ſhe meditates the way 
T” encreaſe her beauty and enlarge her ſway, 
With yellow marle the honours of her head 

She fmears, and all their ſhining poliſh fled; 
The bleeding bark ſhe peels, a gummy tide 
Streams from the wound to Gene her milky hide; 
Then to the chalky pit ſhe bends her flight, 

And daubs her ſilver coat with borrow'd white; 


No, with exalting bound, ſhe ſeeks again 


Her wonted paſture, and ſubmiſſive train; 
But, ah] wich mute ſurprize and ſcorn they gaze, 
Then turn regardleſs, and at diſtance graze. 

And now before the virgin's mental eyes, 


An arch of maſſy filyer ſeems to riſe; 


Twelve 
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Twelve lofty pillars bear its ſplendid weight, 
On either fide appears an ivory gate, 
Around the freeze ſoft lowers in many a fold 
Twine careleſs, the bright cornice flames with gold ; 
High on the top a ſmiling Goddeſs ſhone, 
A ſingle ruby blaz'd her burning throne ; 
Her veſt emits a many-colour'd ray, 
And waving flames around her temples play ; 
Th' attractive crown a poliſh'd magnet ſhines ; 
A zone of radiant ſtars her waiſt entwines; 
And now ſhe waves her robe, erect ſhe ſtands, 
And wide, with graceful air, extends her hands ; 
'Then thus, while round her mellow pipes rejoice, 


And Doric flutes accompany her voice. 


« Daughters of Earth, who crowd the plain below, 


Whoſe beating hearts for ADMIRATION glow, 


0 Appear, 


"_—_ 
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Appear, behold her ready to attend, 


And crown deſerving worth; appear, aſcend !”? 


Swift at the ſound unnumber'd bands are ſeen, 


Roll through the arch, and ſpread o'er all the green; | 


As when the ftripling, whoſe full hands proclaim 


A preſent from the fond maternal dame, 

Stands on the turf and calls his youthful mates 

To ſhare the bluſhing fruit and candied cates, 
They run, they fly, all ages round him crowd, 
Extend their hands and ſupplicate aloud ; 

So, o'er the trampled graſs, the females (nad, 

And young and old run ſtruggling for the meed; 
Some throng the gates, but there th* impatient train 


All pent together motionleſs remain; 


Some 
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Some fix high ladders to the ſhining wall, 
Mount in the air, then, giddy, headlong fall; 
Or while, with lifted eye, ſome fair aſcends, 


The ladder ſinks, o'erthrown by female friends. 
As, far apart, AURELIA ſeems to ſtand, 

A female iſſues from the noiſy band ; 

A flattering mirror at her ſide ſhe bears, 

And o'er her face a painted vizard wears, 

On which the name of art is faintly trac'd, 
Though by deceitful varniſh half effac'd. 

« Why does the brighteſt beauty of the plain,” 
She cries, © on yonder fabric gaze in vain ? 
Draw near ; to many a fair one have I ſhown 
A ſecret path to ADMIRATI1ON's throne ; 
Through that I'll guide thee now.“ A fleecy cloud 


Receives and bears them o'er the buſy crowd; 


A maſſy 
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A maſly pillar now the airy guide 
Strikes, the firm baſe obedient opens wide 


They mount the narrow ſtairs: at length on high 


Th” exulting nymph beholds the Deity, 


She ſprings to gain the prize, th' extended crown 


| | She graſps— when, lo, precipitating down 


Headlong ſhe falls. —A nd now a yawning cell 
Receives her, gloomy as the vault of hell: 
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'F The cloſing roof rejects the cheerful day, 


* VW— 
OO EO — A2 ous. oe 


One crevice only ſhoots a feeble ray ; 


On the dank floor unſightly reptiles craw!, 


And ſlimy tracks deform the rocky wall; 
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| Maſſes of ice, in many a hideous form, 
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Glare pendent, through rough arches howls the ſtorm; 


O'er beds of hemlock creeps a muddy ftream, 
Which, boiling up, emits a ſulphurous ſteam: 
With 
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With terror all convuls'd Aux ERLIA lies, 
Yet ſtill th' enchanted ſlumber ſeals her eyes; 
Sudden quick - burſting thunders break - the cave 
Nods — the blue lightning flaſhes on the wave; 
A ruſhing whirlwind ſweeps along the ground, 
Curls the black pool and heaves it o'er the mound ; 
The pond'rous roofs crack—with the mighty ſhock 
The ice in ſhivers flies from the rent rock 
An azure cloud deſcends in cireling ſpires, 
Soft as the ray that clothes th' angelic choirs ; 
The curling volumes in the midſt divide, 
And roll in fleecy folds on either fide ; 
Beneath the lucid arch, in robes of gold, 
A youth appears of more than mortal mould, 
His yellow treſſes o'er his ſhoulders ſtray, 
Kis the looſe ind and negligently play ; 

Vor. II. G His 
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His feet like ſilver gleam, a wes wand 

Of adamant ſuſtains his better hand ; 

O'er his fair temples wreathing myrtles twine, 
And all around him beaming glories ſhine : 

The ſcene is chang'd, the caverns melt in air, 
Her well-known roofs riſe ſlowly round the fair 
Then thus the Genius. © Nymph, diſmiſs thy fear, 
No evil can approach while I am near. 

Behold the Guardian power whoſe ſecret ſway 
The wiſer females of the world obey; 

T bid FER caſt each'woman- toy behind, 

And raiſe to nobler views th* aſpiring mind; 
Twas I that gave to DoprEx's beauteous wife, 
(Whom Mary's cruel hand depriv'd of life) 

A nobler fortitude than heroes reach, 


And virtue, greater than the ſages teach, 


x | Sweetnefs 
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Sweetneſs of ſoul beyond what mortals ſhow, 
And piety like that which ſeraphs know. 
And now, in modern days, though rare to ſee, 
Behold accompliſh'd beauty led by me, 
STREATFIELD, the learn'd, the gay, in blooming years 
Forſakes the dance to dry a widow's tears: 
When hoary Age her Tutor's brows o' erſpread, 
And Sickneſs bow'd his venerable head, 
Ofer the pale couch ſhe hung with filial care, 
And pluck'd the thorn Diſeaſe had planted there, 
My voice inſpires the cultivated mind, 
Whoſe poliſh'd page inſtructs and charms mankind ; 
*T was I directed CAR TER's piercing eyes 
To roll inquiſitive through ſtarry ſkies ; 
To her the lore of Grecian ſchools I brought, 
And rooted in her heart the truths ſhe taught, 
G 2 | I, 
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I, to CHO, th' important taſk aſſign'd 

To ſmooth the temper and improve the mind. 
Through Mok I pointed to the paths of truth, 
And rais'd her voice to guide unthinking youth. 
I ſtood, a favouring muſe, at Bux NRx's fide, 
To laſh unfeeling Wealth and ſtubborn Pride, 


Soft Affectation, inſolently vain, 


And wild Extravagance with all her ſweeping train; 
Led her that modern Hydra to engage, 


And point a HARREL to a mad'ning age. 


Ev'n MonTAGU my aiding hand muſt own, 

That plac'd her high on Learning's poliſh'd throne, 
T hat taught her arm the critic ſpear to wield, 

Foil the fly Gaul and drive him from the field: 

I bade her liberal care receive, careſs, 


That ſtruggling merit which the proud depreſs, 


That 
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That baſhful want, which, bending to the grave, 
Shrinks from the pitying hand held out to fon, 

Nor think that ſhe alone my aid acquires, 
Whom Learning tutors or whom Genius 6 
On all the ſmile of 9 beſtow, 
Who fly from faſhion, vanity and ſhow. 

Young as thou art, by cuſtom led aſtray, 
The pride of beauty and the thirſt of ſway, 
Yet have I ſeen thee weary at a treat, 
And ſcorn a worthleſs viſcount at thy feet; 
Yet have I mark'd the bluſh of virtuous ſhame, 
And honeſt anger kindling into flame, 
When ſiſter virgins mock'd the orphan's cry, 
And hagged Envy breath'd the venom'd lie: 
No porter ſpurns the trader from thy door, 
Nor does thy hall diſdain the ſuppliant poor ; 

G 3 Nay, 
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Nay, ev'n thy rooms of ſtate will ſometimes ſeg 
A ſhabby coat obtain acceſs to thee : 
For tho' around thee Folly ſpreads her net, 


She has not quite deſtroy'd thy virtue yet. 


Thy mind indulgent Nature form'd to glow 


For nobler conqueſts than an empty beau, 

For higher flights of {kill than cards can reach, 
And greater ſcience than the dice can teach, 
For arts more uſeful than to raiſe the lay, 
Strike the ſoft keys, and warble life away, 

Or down the dance with graceful eaſe to glide, 
Or check a pimple and a freckle hide, 

But modiſh ſchools thy early youth miſled, 
And ſoon accompliſhments quite turn'd thy head; 
Thy father loſt, no guardian to controul, 


The madneſs of the times poſſeſsd thy foul, 


Fed 
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Fed every hour by Flatt'ry's ſervile tco!s, 
Smooth confidantes, dear friends, and faſhionable fools, 
AZAEL too, the tempter of thy ſex, | 
Whoſe early arts their dawning minds perplex, 
Uſurp'd thy heart, and made each effort vain 
To break from Diſſipation's ſilken chain: 
That rage for admiration, worſt of foes 
Which Virtue combats or which Reaſon knows ! 
Which, once indulg'd, pervades each ſtage of life, 
Maddens the maid, the widow, and the wife, 
And, like a torrent, ſcorning all controul, 
Breaks every mound and ſweeps o'er all the ſoul ! 
With that deſtructive rage thy breaſt he fir'd, 
And daily ſtrengthen'd what he firſt infpir'd ! 
Long haſt thou known the care, the toil, the ſtrife, 


That crouds the road of faſhionable life z 
G 4 Late 


Late haſt thou found what ſhame may wait the maid 


(True to her ſex) attracts the ſleeping maid ; 
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Who calls too raſhly on coſmetic aid ; 
Now learn that ſpecious art will ever prove 
A foe to beauty and a foe to love.” 

He ſaid, and ſtrait his opening robes reveal 
Wide o'er his breaſt a plate of poliſh'd ſteel; 


On whoſe ſmooth face AUREL1A caſts her eyes, 


And wondering ſees a gorgeous chamber riſe ; 


The toilet firſt, in all its pomp array'd, 


Tranſparent gauze enrich'd with ſpots of gold, 
Hangs round the glaſs in many a ſtudied fold ; 


Cloſe by its {ide another mirror lies, 


Which ſwells each feature to gigantic ſize, 
And ſhews what ſpecks diminutive diſgrace, 
What coming pimples threat the beauteous face ; 
Two 
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Two marbled volumes on the toilet lay, 

Their ſlender backs with golden letters gay, 
Which half the ſpecious title-page impart, 

The Guide to Beauty, Maſter-piece of Art; 

While, in array, the whole coſmetic band, 
Face-papers, waſh- balls, creams and tinctures ſtand. 
Now to the bed the FAT turns her eyes, 
Where, ſtretch'd in dirty pomp, a female lies ; 
Around her head a circling bandage twin'd, 

Tied with white cords and fix'd with pins behind; 
Her thick complexion, like the ſtream that laves 
The clay-bound foil when rains diſturb the waves, 
Look'd dark and muddy; on her hand the wore 
A glove, which ſeem'd too often worn before, 

« Behold,” the Genius cried, & a modiſh dame, 
Whoſe boſom panted for ignoble fame, 
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The fame of beauty; ſtill intent to win 

By outward charms, the nobler part within 

She ſcorn'd, as ſavage tribes th* unpoliſh'd gold, 

When beads and glaſs. their dazzled eyes behold ; 

Tho” Nature gave her many a blooming grace, 

The ſtore of Art was ranſick'd for her face ; 

Now mark the fruit of all her care and pains, 

A fallow hag at thirty ſhe remains, 

Unable to forego the daily taſk, 

And ſhew her well-known face without her maſk, 
But now behold a dame of artleſs life, 

Of equal years, a mother and a wife.” 

Soon as he ſpoke, the mimic mirror ſhows 

A fair-one huſh'd in undiſturb'd repoſe; 

On the plain toilet, with no trophies gay, 


CHAONE“s inſtructive volume open lay; 


Low- 


THE CONTEST, 91 


Low o'er her forehead, white as Lapland ſnow, 


Her auburn locks in ſweet diſorder flow, 

Nature's ſoft hands th untortur*d curls adjuſt, 
Unſtain'd with pertum'd greaſe and colour'd duſt ; 
On her ſoft cheek the bluſh of morning glows, 
Her ruby lip reveals two pearly rows, 

Her boſom, half uncover'd, brings to view 

Such tints as TiTIAan's pencil never knew; 
While every ſpeaking feature ſeems to ſhine 

Wich peace ſerene, and purity divine. 

« Obſerve this winning form,“ the Genius cried, 
No barbarous arts the charms of Nature hide; 
Her rouge, the glow which health will ever bring, 
Her ſole coſmetic, water from the ſpring ; 
Though Time, at laſt each mortal grace devours, 


Long fhall ſhe bloom *midſt Beauty's faireſt flowers, 
And 
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And when December's hand ſhall tear away 
The youthful roſe of flower-awakening May, 
Yet ſtill a fainter hue her cheek ſhall grace, 
And paler lilies bloſſom on her face. 
Far from the reigning mode's prepoſterous rules, 
She leaves the raw to lunatics and fools ; 
And gives, to each attrative feature blind, 
The morning hours to decorate her mind, | 
Belov'd and honour'd by the man ſhe choſe, 
No waſting cares diſturb her ſweet repoſe ; 
While, from the child of Art and ſlave of Pride, 
Her ſick' ning lord diſguſted turns aſide, 
Curling the folly which his youth miſled 
To take a painted puppet to his bed. 

Then learn, miſtaken maid, no more to reach 
Thoſe arts which Vanity and Folly teach, 


Which 


THE CONTEST. 93 
Which wither youth with premature decay, 
Alvake contempt, and poiſon health away ; 
And O!] regard not from this happy hour, 
Ev'n real beauty's periſhable flower; 
Regard no more the pleaſures of the great, 
The pride of female dreſs, the pomp of ſtate, 
For nobler pleaſures let thy boſom burn, | 
If not to Fame, at leaſt to Virtue turn; 
For, tho' with harmleſs ſports ſhe ſeem t' entice, 
The life of F as110N is the life of Vice; 
Turn then to me, in-my firong arm conkde, 


A firm protector and unerring guide.“ 


AUKRELIA heard ſubmiſlive, thrice ſhe bow'd 
Her head, and thus addreſs'd the Power aloud. 
« Aid and accept, confirm my wavering ſoul, 
And rule my life with abſolute controul !“ 


« Mine 
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« Mine then thou art, the Genius cried, © reſign 
Each lingering vanity, be ever mine 
AZAEL comes from FAsHIOx's gaudy fane 
To prove thy ſtrength ; may all his arts be vain ! 
Now let this magic adamant impart 
Its ſteeling virtue to thy feeble heart ; 


O! ſhould'ſt thou now his proffer'd giſts deſpiſe, 


From thee for ever the deceiver flies.“ 


Then with his wand he gently touch'd the. fair, 
And mix'd inſenſibly with fluid air. 
| When now AZAEL from the ſky deſcends, 
And o'er his favourite charge delighted bends; 
But firſt a mean diſguiſe the wary ſprite 
Aſſumes, to veil his form from mortal ſight. 
Then thus, O, Lady, let thy ſorrows ceaſe, 


Behold I come to calm thy ſoul to peace | 
The 
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The faireſt kingdom of the ſmiling earth, 

Thrice happy Gallia, gave thy vaſſal birth; 

There, where the arts in full perfection ſhine, 

In early youth I made the greateſt mine. 

The greateſt art—cofmetics to prepar :, 

And bid the faireſt nymph appear more fair, | 

My perfumes to the poles have ſpread my fame, 

And all the world has heard Encenso1r's name 
Behold this wafh ! mote delicately white, 

More ſoft, than Luna's filver-beaming light! 

A bloom like this not HELIEx“'s ſelf could chow, 

When pleas'd ſhe rode behind the Trojan Beau; 

Such lilies far-fam'd Nixon os ſaw, 

Who gave to ſubject France deciſive law 

So ſweet, ſo lovely, fo divine a hue, 


Ancient or modern beauties never knew | 


To 
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To thee my greateſt labour I reſign, 
This waſh, ineſtimable waſh ! is thine ! 
Then mourn, thrice-honour'd lady, mourn no more, 
This ſhall thy 3 thy fame, thy power reſtore: 
Nor ſhall, this · liquid tranſient beauties lend, 
Like that which baſe pretenders dare to vend.— 
And ſee, thou favour'd nymph, with rapture ſee 
A prize more worth than gold reſerv'd for thee, 
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This bright Tiara Hence !” AUREL1A cries, 

« Thy arts I ſcorn, and all thy gifts deſpiſe ! 

I know thee foe to virtue, ſenſe and truth, 

Demon of evil, poiſoner of my youth |! 

thave ! taint my ſoul no more 1” —The Virgin ſaid 
A ruſhing whirlwind ſhook the lofty bed, 

A gathering vapour ſwam before her eyes, 


From which a form gigantic ſeem'd to riſe, 


Acroſs 
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Acroſs a <a cloud he ſtrode, 

And look'd the ſtately ruin of a God; 

His powder'd locks, that fill'd the circling air 

With rich perfume, were deck'd with ſtudied care; 

Rouge ſtain'd his hollow checks ; his pinions, gay 

With ſtarry eyes, upon bis ſhoulders play 

A painted wand, the ſymbol of command, 

Glow'd with falſe gems and trembled in his hand 3 

His robes, like ſhining glaſs, behind him glide, 

And wave inceſlant as the reſtleſs tide. + 
« Ungrateful maid ! unworthy of my care!” 

The chang'd Az AEL cried, © but, yet beware 

Yet once again reflect too well I know 

Thy ſoul is warp'd by my deteſted foe ! 

What, wilt thou quit this joy-inſpiring town, 

And change thy tiſſues for a linen gown ? 

Vor. II, H What, 


wart on, 


What, wilt thou quit this ſoul-enchanting life, 


And turn ſome pedant's, dull, pains-taking wite ? 
Think once again, for on this fateful hour 
Depends” “ Avaunt,” ſhe cries, © I ſcorn thy power!“ 
« Away, my ſpirits, from this ruin'd maid 

Away !—ſhe proudly ſpurns my guardian aid!“ 
He aid, a ſecond earthquake rocks the floor ; | 
Thrice on its hinges ſprings the heaving door; 
From'every caſket curling * riſe, 

The toilet falls, her glaſs in ſplinters flies: 

« For ever,” cries the Sprite, © from thee I fly, 
And here reſign thee to thy new ally ; 

To-ill made caps and unbecoming looks, 

To country curates and religious books | 

Go! loſt AurxELIA, hide thy wretched head, 
For all thy glories; all thy joys are fled ! 


- 
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To ſome lone gothic manſion wing thy way, 
. Where blaſted yews obſcure the face of day, 
There learn to candy fruits, and mix with boors, 
More barbarous far than Vandals, Cits, or Moors 
Or ſeek a foreign grave, ſome convent's cell, 
Where marble ſaints with melting ſinners dwell ; 
Where captive maids their fatal vow deplore, 
And ſigh for pleaſures they muſt know no more 
There count thy beads, and breathe. th* unwilling prayer, 
Forget thy joys, forget thy triumphs there. 
No more ſhalt thou dear tales of ſcandal hear, 
No more ſhall tender flatt'ry ſooth thy ear, 
No more ſhall thouſands tremble at thy frown, 
No more thy ſmiles enliven all the town 
Thy conqueſts now to happier belles reſign, 


Remorſe and black deſpair be ever thine,” 
H 2 He 
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He faid—then frowning ſpreads his ſpotted wings, 1 
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And through the yawning roof in claps of thunder ſprings. 
AURELIA ſtarts and wakes—ſhe gazes round, 
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And ſees, unmoy'd, her toilet on the ground ! 


Sees, unconcern'd, the ruin'd, glittering maſs ! 
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| And all her pride ſeems broken with her glaſs ! 


8 
| | | Then thus, « Bleſs'd Spirit! by the wiſe obey'd, | 
| Who late in dreams reclaim'd an erring maid, 1 
| | Hear me renounce the mind-debaſing ftrife, | 
| | And ſwear no more to mix in modiſh life!“ 1 
| | | She ſpoke—a voice melodious ſtrikes her ear, | 
| | | Sweet as the dulcet lute— That Power ſhall hear L [ 
| | | I am that wainieg voice, which till ſhall guide 1] 
| 0 Thy wavering ſteps, and o'er thy life preſide; 1 
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| ſj | I am that voice, which late in robes of gold 
| Thy fancy cloath'd, and form'd in human mould, 
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But ne'er to mortals was my ſhape pourtray'd, 
Though many a nymph has heard me and obey'd, 
The ſauntering coxcombs of the preſent day, 
Sedately dull or impudently gay, 

Their beſt employment fawning to advance, 

And liſp ſoft nothings in the phraſe of France, 
Theſe it were vain to warn, let ſuch be ſtill | 
Correct in folly, regular in ill! 

But you, ye Fair, I {till muſt hope to win, 

And rouze the latent ſenſe that ſleeps within; 

O] could you break through Faſhion's monſtrous rules, 
And ſcorn the gaudy flattery of fools, 

Far nobler conqueſts would your virtues gain, 


And WorTH and WisDoM mix in BEavTY's train,” 
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— neque enim fortuna querenda 
Sola tua eſt, fimiles aliorum reſpice caſus, 
Mitius iſta feres. Ovi 
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A LL is vexation |! ſaid the ſapient king, 
Vexation all, and vanity and wo ! 
And yet, does man, that buſy reſtleſs thing, 
Regard the leſſon, and his tolls forego ? 
Ah ! deaf to all the ſage and prophet taught, 
Still in this darkſome maze he gropes along, 
Still ſeeks the wealth or power his fathers ſought, 
And opes his greedy ear to Pleaſure's dangerous ſong. 
II. Behold 
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Behold the firipling bounding up the hill 

Each ſcene attractive, every object new: 

Impatient hopes his ſwelling boſom fill, 

As the wide proſpect opens to his view. | 

Soon on fome flowery bank his eye he bends, 


Or ftately temple glittering from on high, 
While, as he faints, deſire new vigour lends, 
And to the choſen ſpot the truant ſeems to fly, 


III. 
But when the choſen ſpot at length he gains, 
Its flowers are faded, and its beauty gone ; 
A brighter object now his eye detains, 
Which ſtill, through freſh obſtructions, draws him on. 
Thus, hapleſs wretch ! as wavering fancy calls, 
He ſeeks a charm that flies as he purſues ; 
Till ſpiritleſs, exhauſted, lo! he falls, 
And ſoon his cloſing eyes the varied landſcape loſe. 
IV, O! 
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+: IV. 
O] when ſhall Wiſdom's' voice be heard indeed? 
When ſhall weak man his ſolid intereſt own? 
When, at the cry of want, ſhall Avarice bleed? 
And red Ambition caſt his honours down? 
When ſhall' the ſhriek of pain, the moan of wo, 
Be changed to notes of joy and heavenly lay? 
— When yonder orbs of light ſhall ceaſe to glow, 
This mighty globe diffolve, and all things paſs away, 
V. 
Till then, O Pilgrim fad! thy courſe purſue ; 
Let Patience arm thee, and Religion lead ; 


Though rough the path, and dreary be the view, 
Behold at length the never-failing meed ! 

Nor think that thou, alone expoſed to pain, 

Art doomed to tread a ſolitary road ; 
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See multitudes ſeverer ills ſuſtain, * 
With keener anguiſh groan, and bend with heavier load! 
VI. And 
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VI, 
And thou, whoſe verſe a brother's woes would tell, 
With gratitude ſurvey thy better ſtate ; 
From thy faint heart thoſe reſtleſs thoughts expel, 


Thy nerves of ſight, in early youth decayed, 
Beyond the power of medicine to reſtore, 
Lent to thy willing ſearch a feeble aid, 
Juſt ſhewed fair Learning's book, and bade thee read no mors, 


VII, 
What though to narrow, narrow bounds confined, 
Thy knowledge ſcarce the ſchool-boys lore outweighs, 


| 
Which oft have led thee to deplore thy fate : 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


While, hating ignorance, thy captive mind 
| 1 Pants with the thirſt of honourable praiſe ; 
| | What though the lone, dull moments ſlowly move, 
4 When loſt in helpleſs indolence you ſit, 
Vet can you join the choſen friend you love, 
Tbe age diſcourſe partake, or gay, colloquial wit. 


VIII, What 
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VIII. 
What though, too oft, for thee ſome friendly eye 
Muſt trace the page thou rarely canſt peruſe ; 
What though ſome friendly hand muſt oft ſupply 
The pen, ſubſervient to thy kbewing muſe ; 
Yet canſt thou view the © human face divine, 
The bluſhing flower, the ſunny landſcape bright 
Of Nature's copious volume all is thine, 
Earth and her boundleſs ſtore, and heaven's creative light, 


IX, 
Then mourn no more be chearful and be wiſe 
ALL-SEEING PROVIDENCE directs the whole; 
Kind when he gives, and kind when he denies, 
Friend, Father, Lord of every living foul ! 
By His decree the Aſian deſpot reigns 
O'er millions waiting the deciſive nod; 
Nor leſs 41s hand the menial ſlave ſuſtains — 
No ſingle ſparrow falls without the AR DAN Gon, 
3 X, ONCE 


who 
ONCE on a fertile, but ſequeſtered ſpot, 
| Where SnowDen's top divides the labouring cloud, | 

A veteran raiſed his ſolitary cot, 

A welcome refuge from th* obtruding crowd. 

Pious he was, though bred to martial rage, 

A ſcholar too, though war had been his trade; 


For well he ſcanned great Homer's genuine page, 
And, Render good for ill, bis rule of life he made. 


XI. 
Vigorous and rugged was his outward form; 
And Indian ſuns had dyed his viſage red, 
Yet was his heart with 18 kindneſs warm, 
At fight of want or wo his boſom bled, 
Soft was his language and his manners bland, 
No ſlight offences waked his ſlumbering ire; 
But when Oppreſſion rais'd its griping hand, 
Pale grew his quivering lip, his eye emitted fire. 
XII, When 
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When Britain called to honourable war, 

His youthful arm her conquering enſign bore ; 
Oft had he led his hardy troop afar, 

O'er many a deſert drear, and ſun-burnt ſhore, 
And now, his labours paſt, he loved to tell 

How hoſts meet hoſts, and foes with foes engage; 
For all the deathful ſcene he knew full well : 

His tale was ſometimes long, the venial fault of age, 


XIII. 

A few paternal acres call'd him lord, 
Theſe, with the ſcanty ſum his country pays 
Her worn-out veterans, fed the frugal board, 
And kept from penury his latter days. 
His ruddy boughs a ſparkling beverage yield ; 
With foreign juice no laughing goblets ſhine, 
Save on the day that won CULLODEN's field, 
He mixed the yellow bowl, and quaffed the purple wine. 

| XIV. Two 
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XIV. 

Two children grew beneath his forming care, 

The only relicks of his marriage bed ; 85 

The ſon intelligent, the daughter fair, 

And both to every ſocial duty bred. 

Oft would the father view, in EDwarD's face, 

The bloom that once had decked his early prime; 

In Emma's form, her mother's ſofter grace 

Awaked the tender tear, and called back long-loſt time. 


XV, 
Scarce eighteen ſuns had rolled o'er Epwanp's head, 
Vet ſage inſtruction had matured his mind; 
When thus the venerable father ſaid: 
« Now let my fon his ſphere of action find: 
« From me but little can my EDwarD gain, 
&« I never ſought the toys of power or pride: 
“The world before thee lies—a ſpacious plain 
But let @ father's voice thy youthful judgment guide. 


XVI. © Ne'er 
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« Ne'er let the dangerous trade of war be ſought, 
« Severe the toil, but ſcanty is the need; 
« And now I deem it hard (though once I fought) 
« That private men for public wrongs ſhould bleed. 
« Nor let thy hand acquire diſhoneſt gain, | 
« By ſordid traffic and low-cringing art; 
Nor join the ſons of ſtrife at THEMuIs' fane, 
To wreſt the doubtful law, and ſcreen the guilty heart. 


XVII. 
“ But rather, as thy gentle ſoul inclines, 
« Let all thy ſtudies in religion end ; 
« Serve at her altars, decorate her ſhrines, 
« Her faithful miniſter and zealous friend, 
« Slender indeed the means of life ſhe gives 
4 To modeſt youth unpatronized by power 
Vet ſaſe in humble peace the curate lives, 
No wild ambition fires, no ſchemes of avarice ſour. 
Vor. II. 1 XVIII. © Perhaps 
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XVII. 
ce Perhaps thy merits and thy honeſt fame 
« (For ever virtuous will my EDwaRD prove) 
« May win ſome noble and accompliſh'd dame, 
« Or ſhew thee worthy of a patron's love : 
« Yes, ere theſe eyes in long oblivion cloſe, 
« They yet may ſee their darling and their pride 
ce In happy competence and fweet repoſe, 
« The paſtor of a flock; their father and their guide. 


XIX. 
Then go, my ſon, to thoſe bright ſpires repair, 
« Where Science regiſters her favourite names ; 
| « My little ſubſtance ſhalt thou freely ſhare, 
1 | To gain the lore thy ſacred function claims.) 


| | | « A friend I have, companion of my youth, | | 
« Who now o'er cloiſter'd ſtriplings bears the ſway; 

« His voice ſhall guide thee to the paths of truth; ; 
| « Go, and be juſt, my ſon, and Heaven ſhall ſmooth thy way.” f 
1 r XX. The 
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XX. 


Who ſcarce reſtrains the fond, paternal tear. 


arg. 


The hour arrives—he graſps his fathet's hand, 


tc Be juſt, my child, be this my ſole command, 
« Thy neighbour love, thy bounteous Gop revere.” 


He claſps his ſiſter in a fond embrace— 


« O let my father all thy thoughts engage! 
« Supply with duteous love a brother's place— 
“ Ye guardian powers protect, and bleſs his guiltle age! 


XXI. 
Behold the youth in academick bowers, 
His tutor's favourite, and adopted ſon ; 
In deep reſearch he paſſed his lonely hours, 
And many a literary prize he now. 
Oft would an idle tribe, the bane and peſt 
Of college life, aſſail his peaceful door, 
Raiſe the licentious laugh, and impious jeſt, 
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XXII. 
At firſt young ED WAR PD met this rude atinoy 
With brow indignant and impatient eye; 
But when he found their Bacchanalian joy 
All fear could 'maſter, and all ſhame defy, 
Patient he ſate amidſt th' intemperate din, 
Till at the laſt th* obſtreperous train agree 
(Hopeleſs th' intended proſelyte to win) 


Some ſtudent new to ſeek—a luckleſs ſtudent he , 
XXII. | : 
Now, by degrees the ſcientifick page ; 


His mind expanded, and enlarged his views ; 
Yet Poeſy would oft his thoughts engage, 
For from his earlieſt days he loy'd the muſe. 


And ſometimes would he doff his college-trim, 


And launch his little bark from Is:s? ſhore, 
Swift as a dart the bubbling ſurface ſkim, 
Thy ſwelling fail attend, or ply the dropping oar. 
XXIV. Thus 
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XXIV. 
Thus paſſed his happy years —in harmleſs play 
And vigorous ſtudy—ſport with labour joined. 
Oft would the tintie' oye his charge ſurvey, 
And ftill new marks of worth or genius find. 
And much he lov'd him for the father's ſake, 
Who once his youthful joys and toils partook, 
Together had they ſhared their Chriſtmas cake, 
Their weakly ſtipend ſpent, and conned the ſelf-ſame book, 


XXV. 

At length, in robes pontifical arrayed, 

Within their hallow'd pale the Prelates ſtand 

On Epward's young, but pious head is laid, 

With grace endued, the conſecratipg hand. 

Lo! to his care the ſacred tome conſigned, 

From holy lips the ſolemn charge is given, 

While, in devotion rapt, his kindling mind 
Springs from this lower earth, and wings its way to Heaven 
oh I 3 XXYI. Soon 
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i XXVI. 
Soon the grave Preſident's o er- ruling voice 
Preſents our graduate for the vacant ſeat; 
Th' elective band approve their ſenior's choice, 
And, in due form, their new companion greet. 
And now the college jokes, and college wine, 
Both old alike, the modeſt youth partakes, 
He hears what livings wait the young divine, 
And many a morn from dreams of rich preferment wakes, 


XXVII, 
The pittance that his willing fire beſtowed, 
Could juſt from annual debt the ſtudent clear, 
Now, for his due, the burſar's ſtatement ſhowed, 
A ſum immenſe full ſixty pounds a year, 
He deems his future life exempt from care, 


He longs the ſwelling tranſport to impart, 
With EM all his growing hopes to ſhare, 
And with a ſon's ſucceſs to glad the father's heart. 
XXVIII, Swift 
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XXVIII. 

Swift o'er the plains he ſpurs his foaming horſe; 

Now diſtant far old SNowDEN's top he ſpies ; 

No CAMBRIAN mountain bars his rapid courſe, 

Nor food detains, nor ſlumber ſeals his eyes, 

Till in the tranquil vale that gave him birth, 

He views the FO the hoſpitable cot ; 

He bounds impatient on the well-known earth, 
And wets with tears of joy the conſecrated ſpot, 


XXIX. 
But ah ! extended on the bed of death, 
Behold the venerable ſoldier lie ! 
Benumbing palſy checked his labouring breath, 
Shrunk his {tiff arin, and fixed his hollow eye. 
« My fon, my fon no more his lips could fay— 
His cold, cold tongue eternal ſilence tied, 
He ſtrove to point where fainting Emma lay, 
Then preſſed his EDw arD's hand, ſerenely ſmiled, and died, 


END OF THE FIRST CAN TO. 
I 4 CANTO 
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F ULL many a day in bitterneſs of ſoul, 
Such as ne'er bows to earth the wealth-ſwoln-heir, 
To thick, black woods the pious EDw ARD ſtole, 
And breathed his anguiſh in the darkened air; 
Yet oft in EMMa's ſight a {mile he wore, 
And bade his voice afſume a chearful tone, 
The kind deceit betrayed his pangs the more, 
She marked his ſtarting tear and heard his ſtifled groan, 
II. The 
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II. 

The youthful rector of the neighbouring vill, 

Whoſe ſhapeleſs ſpire aroſe their cottage near, 

Was oft their ſolitary gueſt, and fill 

When Emma wept, he dropped a kindred tear. 
| Full twenty moons had now increaſed and wained, 
Since here he came the word of truth to preach : 
Us blamelefs life the ſoldier's praiſe had gained; 

Who lives ſo well,” ſaid he, © is ever fit to teach.“ 


Gentle he was, but no proud patron's ſlave, 
Though at his birth ſome favouring planet ſmiled, 
For this fair benefice his prelate gave, 
Ere yet at churches three, fix years he toiled, 
Now in ſoft eaſe his moments paſſed away, 
His cultur'd glebe the daily board ſupplied, 
Fruit bowed his trees, and every quarter-day 
His willing pariſh paid ten ſterling pounds beſide. 
| IV. Her 
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| 
[ IV. 
Her brother firſt obſerved the rector's eye 
Peruſe the features of th* unguarded maid, 
He ſaw her boſom heave th' unconſcious ſigh, 
And her pale cheek in tranſient bloom arrayed : 
Their growing love he wiſhed not to control: 
Where may ſhe find a more deſerving mate ? 
Though mean his fortune, nobler was his ſoul 
| Than oft is found, I gueſs, among th' imperious great. 


V, 
At length young Epwarp preſſed his EMMàA's hand, 
And poured theſe accents in her gentle ear; 


4 J go, once more, to join Oxonia's band, 


&« I go and leave a friendleſs orphan here. 


& Sweet ſiſter ! all that fate has left me now ! 


« ”Midft theſe lone wilds ſhall timid beauty ſtray ? 


« Say canſt thou dwell beneath this mountain's brow, 


& No fire to guard thy youth, thy brother far away? 
VI. « How 
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VI, 
Ho wilt thou paſs thy ſolitary days ? 
« What kindneſs ſhal! tupply fraternal love? 
That ſudden bluſh, dear maid, thy heart betrays, 
&« I ſee thy paſſion, and thy choice approve, 
&« Yes—virtuous Hens Y ſhall thy hand obtain, 
« (Thy hand, a brighter prize than courts afford) 
« Shall guard from every ill and every pain, 
Each tender name unite—thy father, brother, lord.“ 
| VII, 
He joins their hands, their ruſtick feaſt partakes, 
Then mounts bis ſeed, and kindly bids adieu. 
4 This poor retreat,” he cries, © theſe dimpled lakes, 
And grafly meadows, I reſign to you, 
“ Take them, my brother, tis thy Emma's dower, 
4 A tribute which her merits claim from me, 
4 An ample revenue yon claſſic bower 
* Gives to my little wants—the reſt is due to thee,” 
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VIII. 
er Epwanp now the Rats of learning ſought, 

©, were on ſwift wing the ſtudious moments fly; 

Yet, when his mind his father's image caught, 

The tear of recollection filled his eye. 

Three circling years elapſed, when weary grown 

Of college talk, and groves and cloiſters dim, 

He longs to ſee, what books had only ſhown, 


The works and ways of men — ſtrange ways, unknown to him! | 


IX, 
But firſt to CamBR1a's hills he ſpeeds his flight— 
Soon in his arms he folds the beauteous dame ; 
Her Henry too,—He hears with new delight 
An infant EDwarD liſp his uncle's name. 
Day follows day, the rapid months ſucceed, 
Yet ſtill by magic held, he lingers here. 
At length he breaks away. —Slow moves his ſteed — 
Sad Emma waves her hand, and drops a parting tear, 
X. Amidſt 


_—_— 


X. 
Amidſt the proud metropolis behold 
The modeſt ſtudent loſt in wild amaze, 
On ſtately domes, and chariots bright with gold, 
And powdered ſlaves, at firſt he wont to gaze. 
What reſtleſs multitudes in every ſtreet ! 
All ſeemed in haſte, as having much to do, 
Oft he expects ſome college friend to greet, 


But every face was ſtrange, and every object new. 


XI. 
Uncertain, and perplexed he roams along, 
Then of the crowd he ſeeks the doubtful way, 
Quick from the heedleſs youth the thieviſh throng 
His little oracle of time convey, 
But ah! his tender breaſt with pity bleeds 
When forth in troops the wretched females go, 
With aching hearts, through clad in gaudy weeds, 


To want and ſhame expoſed, and drunkenneſs and wo ! 


XII. Jug 
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Juſt ere his tutor dies, the good man's care 
Procures his favourite charge a . place; 
With gown and caſſock new, and powdered hair, 
Behold him now a city pulpit grace 

Mild were his looks, perſuaſive was his tone, 

His thoughts benevolent, his language ſtrong; 


The audience, on à ſudden wakeful grown, 
Hang on their preacher's lips, nor think his ſermon long. 


XIII. 
Yet ſome there were —alas ! miſtaken men 
Who deemed their paſtor's doctrine ſcarcely ſound; 


For thundering threats ne er dignified his pen, 


Nor did his falling arm the cuſhion wound. 


They joyed to hear the rough voice roaring loud, 

The foaming tongue and flaming eye admired; 

Perdition dealt among the groaning crowd, 

And all ly enthuſiaſt rant, their ſenſeleſs ears require. 
XIV. His 
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XIV. | 
His maxim, & Charity is all in all,” 
They almoſt thought it hereſy to hear; 
Their weak, unmeaning cant of GRACE and CALL, 
Would oft at pariſh-meetings vex his ear. 
But till the better ſort, from folly free, 
Watched every word, and every word approved ; 
They ſaw his doctrine with his life agree, 
The precept they revered, the fair example loved. 


XV. 
Meanwhile, at idle hours, with ardent gaze, 
His eye the page of chivalry devours, 
Oft o'er wild heaths with armed knight he ſtrays, 
Or talks with beauteous dames in myrtle bowers. 
But more on MIL rox's bold, majeſtic ftrains, 
And Popz's harmonious verſe he loves to dwell, 
Ne yet Daw SpexsER's fairy ſong diſdains, | 
Though quaint the phraſe, I ween, it pleaſed him paſſing | 
| % & 
XVI. Sometimes, 
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XVI. 
Sometimes, allured by SHAKSPEARE's mighty muſe, 
SHAKSPEARE, the joy and pride of every age 
The mimic ſplendour of the ſtage he views, 

Where, every ſenſe, the magic ſcenes engage. 
See | midnight ghoſts the regal tent infeſt ! 
See! Lear, old LEar, expelled his children's door !— 


Grief, pity, terror, harrow up the breaſt— 
For GARRICE then inſpired——but GARRICE is no more ] 


XVIL 

And muſick too (for ah! his gentle foul 

Was all unmeet for © ſtratagems and ſpoils”) 
Muſick he loved, and felt that fiveet control 
Which ſorrow diſſipates, and pain beguiles : 
Thoſe Soaking chords, which Heaven-taught HANDEL | 

ftrung, 
His ear enchant, his kindling mind inſpire : 


In mute delight = Acts? notes he hung, 
Mzs51an's bolder trains wrapt all his ſoul in fire, 
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XVIII. 
Once by the ſons of ſong and faſhion led, 
He ſeeks the dome, in modern times renowned, 
On Engliſh boatds where foreign heroes tread, 
And vulgar ears with foreign accents wound 
From Grecian lips he hears the liquid note, 
Old Ns o pours the modulated ſtrain, 
PELIDES rages through an eunuch's throat 


Theſe wonders once he heard nor ſought to hear again. 


XIX, 
The buzz of crowds, the great man's falſe careſs, 
The rude intruſion of the pert and vain, 
And all the gay impertinence of dreſs, 
Oppreſſed and wearied quite our college-ſwaih, 
To him, unpoliſhed elf! more noble ſeemed 
The rough, blunt hind, than Faſhion's fawning erew : 
And artleſs village maid more fair he deemed, 
Than dame of high degree, perfumed and painted too. 
Vor. II. R XX. The 
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The youth a young collegiate chanced to meet, 
Who held by SEVERxN“s fide his little cure ; 
He boaſts the beauties of his calm retreat, 
His woodbine walks, ſmooth hills, and rivers pure. 
Both ſigh for change, and both are ſoon agreed; 
The village prieſt in wealthy town remains ; 
And ſee, unfaſhionable EDdwaRD ſpeed, 
From noiſe and gaping crowds, to ſolitary plains, 
XXI. 
How ſweet the breeze, how freſh the vallies felt, 
The hills how noble, and the ſkies how bright, 
To him, who long in narrow lane had dwelt, 
Where walls of dirty brick exclude the light! 
On every ſide our trav'ller caſts his view, 
And as he diſtant leaves the buſtling throng, 
More playful-wild his riſing ſpirits grew, 
And, all-unconſcious, oft break out in merry ſong, 
| XXII, Lo 
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XXII, 
Low in a vale the warm dry manſion ſtood, 
A glaſly lake its front reflected ſhows ; 
The eaſt was ſkirted by a neighbouring wood, 
While on the north a pine-clad hill aroſe. 
The little garden, ſloping to the ſun, 
Bears many a flowery ſhrub, and fruit tree gay, 
And winding walks through groves of laurel run, 
To chear the weary eye on dull, brown winter day. 


XXIII. 
Delighted with the ſpot, young EDwARD roves 
O'er the ſmooth mead, and through the tangled 4ell, 
Explores the centre of the thickeſt groves, 
And ſoon each half-trod path he knows full well. 
And now his ſteps purſue the little rill 
That feeds his lake, the ſpacious vale acroſs, 
When lo] the ſtream comes foaming down the hill, 
Oer black, oppoſing rock, and fragments green with moſs. 
K 2 XXIV. Of 
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XXIV. 
Oft would he tread the ſhades abſorbed in thought, 
Or woo, in glen obſcure, the ending muſe ; 
Whene'er his mind the glowing image caught, 
His feet would ſtill the beaten path-way loſe. 
The ſounding verſe he now repeats aloud, 
Now on the bank in penſive ſilence ſits ; 
The wondering peaſant, all unheeded, bow'd— 
« Our curate ſure,” quoth he, poor man! hath loſt his wits,” 


XXV. 

Vet not again, unknowing and unknown, 

In conſtant ſolitude did EDw ARD range; 

With men and manners more familiar grown, 

He loved ſociety, and wiſhed for change. 

Sometimes with wealthy farmer would he talk 
Of grain and furrow d field, and paſture wide; 

And now and then with brother curate walk 
To where the neighbouring town their little wants ſupplici A f 
| XXVI. 1 
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XXVI. 
His ſocial day and ſocial eve he ſhared 
With vicar learn'd, or portly yeoman near; 
But chief the ſquire (whoſe fathers had prepared 
For many a grave divine the weekly cheer) 
Gives courteous welcome to his curate young, 
And oft invites to hear the vocal lay, 
Or mellow harp by blooming beauty ſtrung, 
Til Eb wan p's melting ſoul in pleaſure dies away, 


XXVII. 
Right proud and wealthy was this rural lord, 
Stern was his brow, commanding was his eye, 
Profuſe his table, for the groaning board 
Could half the village train with food ſupply. 
Harſh was his temper, yet he knew full well, 
That outward poliſh courts and camps beſtow; 
His fixed reſentment nothing could diſpel, 
A ſteady friend he was, but unforgiving foe, 


133 


The 


134 EDWARD; ox, 


XXVIII. 
The ſon, a rude, uncultivated boor, 
Of form ungraceful, and of ſordid ſoul, 
No pleaſure knew, but while on reedy moor 
He ſprung the game, or drained th' intemperate bowl. 
But CAaROLiNE is all her father's care, 
O! worthy ſhe of care, and love, and praiſe ! 
Her heart is gentle, and her face fo fair 
That ſenſeleſs clods look up, and wonder while they gaze. 


XXIX, 

But though no ſoil a lovelier flower diſcloſe, 

Nor courts exhibit more attractive grace, 

Yet CAROLIN E ſuperior beauty knows, 

Her mind is ſtill more faultleſs than her face. 

Celeſtial mind ! caſt in celeſtial mould ! 

Such vigorous ſenſe, by elegance refined; 

Such dove like-meekneſs, with ſuch virtue bold, 
But rarely meet, I fear, in man or woman kind. 3 
XXX, O 
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XXX. 
Oſt does young ED WAR D's ear drink in the lay, 
The heavenly lay this breathing cherub ſings; 
Her bower he haunts the livelong ſummer day, 
While, with her harp, the liſtening valley rings. 
And oft on winter evening will he fit 
In converſe ſweet beſide the ſocial fire, 
Partake the banquet rare of genuine wit, 
While gentleneſs and joy her honied lips inſpire, 
XXXI. 
Thus, with deſtructive voice, the Syrens ſung — 
But ah! this guileleſs lady means not fo !ſ—— 
Yet hear no more, fond youth ! th* enchanting tangue, 
To thee it threatens bitterneſs and wo 
But ſay, couldſt thou, ſevere declaimer ] fay 
Couldſt thou the dear, though fatal pleaſure fly? 
From melody celeſtial turn away, 
And cloſe; to bloom divine, thy philoſophick eye ? 
K 4 XXXII. The 
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xxx! 


The maid, all innocent, his converſe ſought, 


And what her ear received her mind retained; 


The lore of ſcience ſrom his lips ſhe caught, 


Till on her heart Love's ſweet infection gained. 
Ofc from her boſom ſtole ch unbidden ſigh, 
Her cheek grew warm when Ep wWARPD met her view, 


And now at village church, ſhe knew not why, 


Though ſtill attentive there, ſhe more attentive grew. 


XXXIII. 


Tubus unperceived both fed the young deſire, 


Till the ſtrong paſſion laughed at all control; 

In her, though bright, yet gentle was the fire, 

But EDWARD's mightier flame conſumed his ſoul.— 
O thou ! who wealth or fame haſt made thy choice, 
Watch the firſt, faint attack of mining love, 


That moment fly, when once the melting yoice 


Or radiant eye begins ty changing pulſe to move, 


XXXIV. Why 
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XXXIV. 
Why ſhould I tell, what many a tale can ſhow ? » 


The weak reſolve, forgot as ſoon as made, 

The thrilling tranſport, and the burning wo, 
Which now by turns their days and nights inyade, 
Why ſhould [ tell? for who has never oval _ 

Each vowed from each to hide the ſtifled flame; i 
But ſoon, alas ! by ſudden impulſe moved, 
What long their eyes bad ſhewn, their mutual lips proclaim, 


END OF THE SECOND CANTO, 
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y } HERE the wide park its circling pale extends, 
Far from the manſion's venerable wall, 


A dark, rough hill with ſudden ſwell aſcends, 
Ofer-hung with ſpreading fir, and beeches tall. 
Its ſouthern fide a richer gloom ſupplies, 
Grove meeting grove, and ſhade imbrowning ſhade ; 
Where hid from gariſh day a cavern lies, 
Which from the hollow mount the hand of art had made. 
2 II, On 
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II. 
On the ſmooth floor, bedecked with pebbly ſtone 
Of many a hue, a little altar ſtands, 
Here clothed with moſs, with ivy there o'er-grown z 
Above, a ſculptur'd faint extends its hands. 
An inner room the matted couch reveals, 
The rude walls many a holy croſs diſplay ; 
While through the dim, arch'd window, faintly ſteals, 
( Onee ſtained with forms uncouth) the many-coloured ray, 
III. 
Here, as tradition tells, in days of yore, 
When moody Superſtition dropped her beads, 
(O ! happy land where now ſhe rules no more !) 
A wanderer came, arrayed in pilgrim weeds : 
With travel ſpent, delighted with the gloom, 
For gloom congenial wrapt his cloudy mind, 
He ſhaped this rugged cave, his living tomb, 
To focial pleaſure loſt, and uſeleſs to mankind ! 


IV. When 
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IV. 
When burning noon- day glares upon the lawn, 
Amidſt the ſhelter of thoſe lonely groves, oy 
From every eye, from eyery ear withdrawn, 
| The lovely CAROLINE with EDw ARD roves. 
Oft would they ſtop to hear the ring-dove's moan, 
Sweet ſound ! to lover's ears a train divine! 
Or mark the torrent, from the rude cliff thrown, 
Winding its frothy way through woods of darkſome pine, 


V. 


One fatal eve, what time the night's pale queen 


l 


Sheds from her riſing orb a feeble ray, 
Won by the ſtilneſs of the ſylvan ſcene, 
But more by love ſeduced, too long they ſtray ; 
The moſly cell their weary ſtep invites, 
. The ruſhy couch a homely ſeat ſupplies, 


O ! ſee the day deſerts yon weſtern heights ! 


Too inconſiderate pair but when were lovers wiſe ? 
VI. Meanwhile 
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VI. 
Meanwhile her ſire an annual feaft partakes, 


Where ſmoke the paſty rich, and haunch divine ! 
But now the roaring table he forſakes, 


Oppreſled with noiſe, and politics, and wine. 


Too ſoon returned, from room to room he hies, 


Then ſeeks his daughter of the menial train; 


Swift at the word each ready vaſlal flies, 


Through walks and arbours green—but all their ſearch is 
vain 
VII. 
Now firſt his mind the dark ſuſpicion caught, 
Sudden he ſtalks along from ſhade to ſhade ; 
At length ſome demon to the covert brought, 
Which hid the virtuous youth and gentle maid. 
Here, hand in hand, inſenſible of time, 
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They ſate —her ſoft notes floating through the grove : 
The fire, ſcarce breathing, marks the warbled rhymg— 


Then hears young EDw arp's voice—the ſoft low voice of 


love. 
VIII. © Bafe 
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VIII 
“ Baſe, worthleſs girl !” the cavern's hollow ſide 
Reverberates the ſound—aghaſt they ſtart— 
« Glows in thy breaſt no ſpark of generous pride ? 
« Is ſhame, is honour baniſhed from thy heart ?— 
«& — And thou, deceiver | mercenary ſlave ! 
“ Practiſed in guile, and ſkilful to enſnare ! 
“Not thoſe falſe charms allure—my wealth you crave ; 


« But know, a father's hate is all the wretch ſhall ſhare.”” 


IX. 
“ No dark deceiver I, the youth rejoined, 
“ Pure is my love, and mutual is the flame; 
« Thy wealth attracts not me—know, EDWARD's mind 
« (Whate'er his ate) diſdains the ſordid aim. 


« —Parley with thee, ſeducer, I deteſt — 


« This hireling prieſt may plead ambition's fire; 
« But O thou grovelling girl] thy harlot breaſt 
« No paſſion could inflame, but lawleſs low defire * 
X. « Ah! 


«c 


THE CURAT E. 143 


X. 
« Ah ! when,” with faltering voice replies the maid, 
« When have I merited a wanton's name ? 
Can virtuous love the nobleſt rank degrade, 
« Or tinge the modeſt cheek with guilty ſhame? 


« Have not thy lips on EDward's merit dwelt, 

« Prais'd his warm heart, and cultivated mind ? 

« Then muſt the daughter bluſh, whoſe ſoul has felt 
The power of native worth by wiſdom's gifts refined ?. 


XI. 
« Dareſt thou avow*'—exclaims the furious fires 
« But hear, degenerate wretch ! and trembling hear 
« Reſolve no more to feed th' ignoble fire, 
Or for a father's curſe prepare thine ear. — 
For ever from this needy prieſt to part, 
This moment ſwear—or by th* Eternal Power | 
« You here. reſign my houſe, my wealth, my heart 


* And now be his or mine from this deciſive hour.” 


XII, « 0 


144 EDWARD; on 
XII. 
« O caſt me not away? Behold thy child, 
« Thus proſtrate in the duſt, embrace thy knees ! 
« Whole fond endearments once thy pains beguiled, 
« Whoſe every word, whoſe every look could pleaſe. 
« Still, ill, to watch thy age with filial care, | 
The ſweet, the darling privilege allow) 
« Ah! let me ſtill thy joys, thy ſorrows ſhare, 
t And live for thee alone. But ſpare that cruel vow !” 


XIII. 

« O ſerpent ! doſt thou hope to blind again 

« The doting fool deceived too long by thee ?— 

cc No, to the proof thy arts, thy prayers are vain— . 

& Renounce thy low-born paramour, or me — 

&« Ha! doſt thou pauſe ?— Then take a father's hate 
From this curſed day I ſpurn thee from my door 

& Off !—cling not to me thus—'tis now too late. 
Thy penitence were vain I know thy face no more,” — 


XIV Then 


cc 
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XIV. 
« Then, EDWARD, hear a poor, deſerted maid, = 
« When this ſtern man a father's name confeſſed, 
« My fond; fond ſoul a prompt obedience paid 
« But now no love paternal warms his breaſt ! 
« Then take my hand—my heart's already thine— 
« The laws of God and Nature make it free 
« The pride of wealth-I chearfully refign, 
« And welcome ſcorn, reproach, and poverty with thee.” 


XV. 
Have you not ſeen the midnight flames ariſe, 
Burſt the ſtrong walls and to the ſkies aſpire ? 
So raged the father from his ſtarting eyes 
Ungoverned Fury darts her keeneſt fire. 
«* REcorDING GOD] my bittereſt curſe enroll ! 
May thy red lightnings ſinge my aged head! 
May pains eternal faſten on my ſoul, 
« Whene'er this pitying hand ſupplies their daily bread [”? 
Vox. Il, L XVI. He 
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146 EDWARD; ox, 
XVI. 
He faid, and foaming ruſhes from the grove— 
When thus the youth—<< Look up, my CAROLINE |, 
« You loſe, fiveet maid, a ſelfiſh father's love, | 
& But EDWARD and his little all are thine, 
“ What though the ſumptuous board you grace no more, 
. « Quit the gay chariot and illumined hall, 
« To ſhare a needy curate's ſcanty ſtore, 
« Yet love and peace are ours, and theſe are all in all.“ 


5 XVII. | 
Fond youth !—has love ſuch all-ſupplying power ? 
Alas ! when Competence her gifts denies, 

When Poverty creeps on with aſpect ſour, 
Love gnaws the heart, and peace affrighted flies, 
Sweet Love! I hail thee, balm of human wo, 
| Of all the gifts of Providence the beſt ; 


PRITO4 


But rather let me ne'er thy tranſports know, 


Than ſee a darling wife by ſordid want depreſſed. 
XVIII. Swift 
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XVIII. 

Swift for a while the joyous moments flew, 

No diſappointments ſting, no diſcords wound; 

Each day more fond th* enamoured huſband grew, 

Each hour new graces in her lord ſhe found. 

Fly back, ye hours ! ye happy days, return ! 

At leaſt, O Time | thy rapid wing reſtrain ! 

For why fo ſoon ſhould worth and beauty mourn ?— 
But ceaſe, unthinking bard, for man is born to pain. 


XIX. 
Scarce on their growing lng twelve moons had ſmiled, 
When ſleep eternal ſeals her father's eyes; 
With his laſt breath the wretch diſowns his child, 
And all his wealth the ſon's exceſs ſupplies. 
Yet CaRoLINE, abandoned and denied, 
With many a filial tear bedews his tomb, 
While the baſe heir throws every portal wide, 
And bids th' intemperate roar loud echo through the dome. 
L 2 XX, Soon 


148 EDWARD; on, 


* 


XX. 
Soon Epwaxp's ſcanty means grew ſcantier ſtill, 


His cure ſupplies but food and coarſe array 
No more the college rents his coffers fill, 
And all his former hoard melts faſt away. 
Two blooming infants graced the nuptial bed, 
| | The mother's tranſport, and the father's pride; 
Yet oft he claſped the babes, and ſighing ſaid, 


“ How ſhall your wretched fire for all your wants provide !” 


| 128 XXI. 
O miſerable man! from day to day 
How muſt thy fad and ſickening heart recoil, 
To ſee that tender frame the patient prey 
Of waſting penury and ſervile toil ! 
She, who ſo late beheld a numerous band, 
Each wiſh preventing with officious care, 
A houſehold drudge become ! with flaviſh hand 
The nightly bed to dreſs, the daily meal prepare ! 
| | | XXII. «Why 
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XXII. 
« Why droops my EDWARD ?”” thus ſhe oft would cry, 

| © Theſe little taſks my vacant hours beguile ; 

« No labour wearies when my lord is by, 

« No grief depreſſes if my EDwARD ſmile.” — 

O my loſt CAROLIN EI my ruined wife! 

« By me, accurſed wretch ! to miſery driven 

« How can I ſee thee drag this abject life, 
« Smile midſt the cruel ſcene, and hope to be forgiven ?” 


XXIII. 
« Not ſo, my love,” ſhe cried, © my choice was free, 
« Nor would I now for worlds that choice forego, 
« *Tis peace, 'tis happineſs to dwell with-thee, 
« Midft every ill that poverty can know.” 
Thus would ſhe ſtrive but ah! ſhe ſtrove in vain, 
To heal the wound that feſtered in his ſoul; 
His love, his fortitude could ſcarce reſtrain 
The till returning ſigh, the bitter tear control. 


L 3 XXIV. Meantime 


Wap on, 


XXIV. 

Meantime her little ſtrength the fair forſook, 

Vet ftill her mind its wonted vigour knew; 

Faint was her voice, and meager was her look, 

While her fluſhed check retained a crimſon hue. 

Now EDwarD's pen (his ſhame, his pride ſubdued) 

Too late implored his Emma's generous aid; 

Too late—for ah ! each day, each hour he viewed 
The hectick fire ſteal on, and every pulſe invade, 


XXV. 
That mighty grief which burſts the ſwelling heart, 
Fatal, though ſlow, upon his ſpirit preys; 
He hangs deſpairing o'er his dearer part 
When Emma comes expiring hope to raiſe, 
& Take back,” ſhe ſaid, what once you nobly gave, 
Our fruitful glebe will all our wants ſupply.” 
« Ah me!” he faintly cried, © no wealth can ſave— 


The rapid plague deyours—my CAROLIN E muſt die.“ 


XXVI. ©« No, 


r 
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XXVI. 
« No, EnwaRrD, no—if aught has power to heal, 
&« Tf tenderneſs can ſooth, and art reſtore, 
« Soon ſhall thy bride returning vigour feel, 
« And all this weight of anguiſh be no more. 
« By day, by night, the languid couch I'll guard, 
« Watch every look, alleviate every pain, 
« And pitying Heaven ſhall all our cares reward,” — 
Alas ! the doom is ſealed, and human aid is vain ! 

XXVII. 

How ſhall the Muſe the tragic ſcene recite ? 
Let fancy paint what words can never ſpeak, — 
See EDwARD, now a withered, ſhapeleſs ſprite, 
Crawl to his love, and bathe her dying cheek !— 
Hear her laſt, faltering breath her huſband bleſs ! 
See the laſt pang diſtorting all her charms 1 
O ! ſee her gaſping, feebly ftrive to preſs 
Her little helpleſs babes, and die in EDwarD's arms 
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152 E DW A R D; on, 
XXVIII. 

Diſeaſe ſweep on !—the grief-worn wretch releaſe |— 
At length he feels the laſt, the friendly blow ; 
He lies extended on the bed of peace, 
For death is ks to virtue and to wo: 

| When Emma ſeeks his couch, and ſmiling cries, 
“No more in poyerty ſhall ED. AR pine, 
« Cold as his fire thy churliſh brother lies, 

*The victim of debauch, and all his wealth is thine,” 


XXIX. 
« Ah! What is wealth to him who gaſps for breath ? 
« My ſoul. now purged from all its earthly leaven, 
“ Looks back with ſcorn, and ſprings to welcome death 
« Yet; POWER SUPREME, I bleſs thy righteous will, 
« That frees, my children from the pangs of want 
* O Emma |} guard them keep from every ill, — 


« Anil in their infant minds the feeds of virtue plant,” 
Said MLVER | XXX. . 
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XXX. 
The ſcene is cloſed. And thou, who fain wouldſt ken 
The ways of Heaven, the ſacred volume ſee, 
« Gold in the fire is tried, accepted men 
In the ſharp furnace of adverſity.” 
At EDwaR D's fate ſhall mortal man repine ? 
Lift up the eye of faith ! behold on high 
The happy pair midit choirs of angels ſhine, 


Bleſt with unchanging love, and never more to die. 


OCCA- 


WH 
2 
R 
© 
. 
— 
— 
2 
O 
= 
<< 
© 
© 
© 


— k — 


3 0 


Nite. 0· . ² 


— rr — 
= —— — — 
% > 
—UUU — — — — —— _— 


. een 


. ůB—ñU—U—— “ “ — — — DORID 
— . =_ 


( 157 J 


OCCASIONAL POEMS. 


THE 


OLDE AND NEW BARRONE.® 


A Brother bard, I trow, who has mickle witte in his pate, 


Has ſung of a worſhipſul ſquire, whoſe means and waſte were 


great; 
He lived in golden daies when Elizabeth ruled the ſtate, 
And kept a noble houſe at the olde bountiful rate. | 


Like an olde courtier of the Queen's, 


And the Queen's old courtier. 


* See, The Olde and Young Courtier.— Reliques Anc. Poet. Vol. IT. 
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158 OLDE AND NEW BARRONNE, 


\ 


But, left our ſonnes ſhould ſay © former times were better 
than theſe,” | 

We'll look till further backe, if the courteous reader pleaſe, 

An hundred years or twain after William croſſed the ſeas, 


When our fathers lived, I gueſſe, in great fear and little eaſe, 
Like olde villaines of their Lorde, 


And their Lorde's old villaines, 
The Baronne, proud and fierce, then kept his caſtle wa', 
From whence, though high and ſteep, ye could ſee nothing at a 
But a danke nad diſmalle moore, and a wide bridge made to 

draw 
Over a moate ſo green, and ſo ſtinking, ye cried—faugh |! 
Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 
And the lande's olde Baronne. 


His 


— t 
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His chambers large and dimme, with gaudy painting dight, 
But like no earthly thing e'er ſeen of mortal wight, 
With chimnies black with ſmoke, and windows of greate 
height, 
That let in ſtore of winde, but marvellous little light. 
Like an old Baronne of the lande, 


And the lande's olde Baronne. 


There in a hall ſo wide, and colde as any ſtone, 
He fed, in freezing ſtate, idle fellows a hundred and one, 
With black and buſhy beards and bloode red armour on, 


Who, when he gives the worde, to rapine and ſlaughter are 


gone. 


Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 


And the lande's olde Baronne. 


Beneath 


160 OLDE AND NEW BARRONNE, 


Beneath his flintie ver a noiſome dungeon lies; 
Where many wretches pine unſeen of mortal eyes, 
They waſte the night and day in ſobs and doleful cries, 
Ah! never mo, poor ſouls ! ye'll ken the chearful {kies, 
Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 
And the lande's olde Baronne. 


His Ladie was indeed a faire and comely flower, 
But ſhe was nothing more than firſt ſlave in her bower, 
She little converſe had with her Lord fo ſtiff and ftowre, 


For women he mote deem but toyes for idle hour, 


Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 
And the lande's olde Baronne. 
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No ſtudie the Baronne had, for bookes he could na reede, 
Ne yet for learned men did he e'er trouble his heade, 

A burley prieſt he payd to ſing maſſe for his father deid, 
And purge the living lorde——perdie there was marvellous 


neede. 
Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 


And the lande's olde Baronne. 


If any chiefs leſs ſtrong provok'd his ſavage ire, 
Their tenants fields and woods he waſtes with ſword and 
fr 
Their caſtels a* are brent, and midſt the ſmoking pyre, 
Their poor defenceleſs wives, their prettie babes expire. 
Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 


And the lande's old Baronne. 


Vol. II. M Ah! 
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166 OLDE AND NEW BARRONNE, 


Beneath his flintie er a noiſome dungeon lies, 
Where many wretches pine unſeen of mortal eyes, 
They waſte the night and day in ſobs and doleful cries, 
Ah! never mo, poor ſouls ! ye'll ken the chearful {kies, 
Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 
And the lande's olde Baronne. 


His Ladie _ indeed a faire and comely flower, 
But ſhe was nothing more than firſt ſlave in het bower, 
She little converſe had with her Lord fo ſtiff and ſtowre, 
For women he mote deem but toyes for idle hour, 
Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 
And the lande's olde Baronne, 
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No ſtudie the Baronne had, for bookes he could na reede, 
Ne yet for learned men did he e'er trouble his heade, 
A burley prieſt he payd to fing maſſe for his father deid, 
And purge the living lorde——perdie there was marvellous 
neede, 
Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 


And the lande's olde Baronne. 


If any chiefs leſs ſtrong provok'd his favage ire, 
Their tenants fields and woods he waſtes with ſword and 
fire, 
Their caſtels a' are brent, and midſt the ſmoking pyre, 
Their poor defenceleſs wives, their prettie babes expire, 
Like an olde Baronne of the lande, 


And the lande's old Baronne. 


Vol. II. M Ah! 


162 OLDE AND NEW BARRONNE, 


Ah! diſmal daies were theſe of outrage and of woe 
Such daies as I foreſee our ſonnes ſhall never know, 
For a race of Nobles new, prophetick Muſes ſhow, 
Who, tho' ſome ſimple be, are better than th' olde, I trow. 
Like a new Baronne of the King's, 


And the King's new Baronne, 


Inſtead of rocky tower, all wrapt in ſullen gloome, - 
Riſe ſtructures faire and graunde as thoſe of ancient Rome, / 


With floping lawns where flowers and ſhrubs luxuriant 


bloome, A 
| fl And ftreames that ſmiling flow in bankes that breathe per- 


Like a new caſtle of the londe, 
5 | 
ö And the londe's new caſtle. 
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In ſeats like theſe, I wis, a far ſuperior kinde, 
The faire, the learn'd, the gay, ſhall caſt their cares behinde, 
And, when the feaſt is done, a nobler joy ſhall finde 
In wiſe and ſweet diſcourſe, the banquette of the minde, 
Like a new gueſt of the Baronne, 
And the Baronne's new gueſt, 


The artes of civil life ſhall then be duly taught, 

And dear domeſtick peace the firſt of bleſſings thought; 

The women, ſlaves no more, by men ſhall aye be ſought 

As guides, companions, friends, —for ſo, in ſooth, they aught, 
Like poliſh'd damſelles of the courte, 


' 


And the courte's poliſh'd damſelles. 
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The lorde ſhall ſtill receive his rents for houſe and lande, 
But not to feede and ſwill a wilde tumultuous bande; 


Defended by the lawes, the weak ſecure ſhal) ſtande, 


And every poore man eate the labour of his hand. 


Like a free ſubject of the King's, 
And the King's free ſubject. 


In ſenates grave and ſage, the Peere, a patriot growne, 
Shall watch the publick good as dearly as his owne, 
Our glory ſtrive to ſpread, where'er the ſunne has ſhone, 
And raiſe his loyal arme to guard, not ſhake the throne. 
Like a true Noble of the King's, 
And the King's true Noble. 


OLDE AND NEW BA RRONNE. 16 


Yet ſuch as theſe, in troth, ye mun expect but few, 
Some new Baronnes ſhall be ne wiſe, ne juſt, ne true, 
But fo cloſe ſhall their pawes be pared they little harm can 
do: 
Then happy daies are theſe, reſerv'd, my ſonnes, for you ! 
Like free-born men of old Englonde, 


And old Englonde's free- born men. 
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PI Ws . E 


FROM POMPEY IN THE COUNTRY TO HIS Mis TR ESS 


IN TOWN, 


L IFE is cut into portions of good and of ill, 
Of the firſt we but taſte, of the laſt have our fill: 
This, they tell us at leaſt, is the fortune of man 
And dog-fortune too is on juft the ſame plan, 

His ſweet little morſels poor Pompey has had, 

And now he muſt gulp 4 abundance of bad, 
Les, ſet is the ſun of my proſperous and gay day, 
When fed by the hand of a charming young lady ; 


Belov'd by my miſtreſs, by ſervants attended, 


By comers and goers careſs'd and befriended; 


1 2 ESA OE, = 
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I ſported witiz (5, or on warm mat reclin'd, 

With great ſatisfaction of body and mind. 

But now am | {-ntenc'd to live at a poor rate, 

In the — cabbu of flovenly curate, 

From a ſprigndy young puppy, briſk, courteous, and witty, 
And, pray let me add too, remarkably pretty, 

By living with inmates as dull as a log, | 


Lam grown a coarſe, glum, philoſophical dog. 


But had I not heard of a far higher ſphere, 
Perhaps I might ſtill have been ſatisfied here; 
Well pleas'd to friſk out with my black-coated maſter, 
And, barking, invite him to trot along faſter ; 
Then, ſeizing his ſkirts when his great coat he throws off, 
To ſhe my affection by tearing his clothes off; 


M 4 Or 
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Or ſtretch'd on the hearth gnawing madam's old ſhoe, 


Or lumbering as ſweet as the cit in his pew. 


But all theſe delights are grown trivial and poor, 
Since long- ear'd Miſs Flora firſt yelp'd at the door: 
The elegant lady, who ufher'd her in, 

Eſteems her, they ſay, for her very fine ſkin ; 

And has made her companion for dogs of high ſtation, 
By a very polite and complete education; 

Yet ſhe deign'd to converſe with fo ruſtic a ſpark, 
And we had an intelligent tete a tete bark, 

I find, at this ſeaſon, to London's thick air 
All dogs of good-breeding and faſhion repair; 
There, on ſophas of ſattin delighted they lie, 


Or repoſing on carpets of Perſia's bright die, 


F 
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Or, with ears all prick'd up, from proud ſaſhes behold 
Stars and garters roll by in their chariots of gold, 

But ſome of our race, with amazement I heard, 

Walk erect on two legs, and are highly preferr'd ; 
When by foreign wig-weavers their heads are deck'd out, 
They're convey'd in ſedans to the concert or rout, 
And learning to bark in a ſoft pretty way, 

Are admir'd by the fair and careſs'd by the gay: 

But ſure, if my perſon as much was aſſiſted, 

My head as well f:5'd and my tail as well twiſted, 

In air and behavicur, at opera or ball, 


Poor Pompey would ſhine ſmarteſt puppy of all 


Ah! Lady! you're gentle and kind beyond meaſure — 
Then let me behold thoſe dear regions of pleaſure ! 
From vallies ignoble, that ſcarce have a name, 


Let me fly where my talents may raiſe me to fame: 


But 
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But ere I appear among ladies and beaux, 


Send the taylor to make me a new ſuit of clothes, 


If this my requeſt your indulgence ſhould meet, 
All the trophies I gain I will lay at your feet; 
And, whether I growl, bark, or cringe into favour, 
You ſhall reap the beſt fruits of my alter'd behaviour: 
In witneſs whereof, in the due form of law, 


J hereunto ſet both my ſeal and my paw. 
Pourzkr. (L. S.) 


ANS WER 


ANSWER TO AN INVITATION. 151 


ANS £0 


TO AN INVITATION TO DINE IN COMPANY 
WITH THREE LADIES, WHO WERE CALLED 
THE GRACES, 


| "T- O me with the Graces on Sunday to dine, 
A kind and polite invitation you give 
[ll gladly partake of your mutton and wine, 


If my flock will but do me the favour to live, 


Yet mutton, I fear, is not food for the Graces, 
Though poets ſuch viands with rapture ſurvey, 
And at mere mortal wine they will make but wry faces, 


And riſe from their clouds with a head-ach next day, 


Then get ſome Ambroſia, (how kind they will take it) 
With nectar, unmix'd, from the good folks above; 


And Cup1D can ſend you (he knows how to make it) 


A lice of cold pudding to ſettle our love. 
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172 DULWICH GHOST. 


His arrows, they tell us, with pure gold are headed, 
But ſuch idle tales there's nor gumption, nor good in; 
I'm told by a matron, who thrice has been wedded, 


Love tips his beſt darts with a piece of cold pudding, 


DULWICH GHOST: 


WRITTEN AT DULWICH, AS A TASK BEFORE 
+ 


DINNER, 


Tu E taſk you give, SELENE fair, 
Is heavier far than I can bear; 

And yet the penalty's fo great 

That I muſt write in ſpite of fate, 

For, to a prieſt, the loſs of Ante 


Is worſe than unconverted ſinner. 


And yet I ſcarce more words can find, 


Than lovers, when they'd break their mind, 


Vo 


DULWICH-GHOS T. 
Who ſtammer, heſitate, and cry, 


Ma'am—Miſs—hem—eyes—confefs—love—die, 


Say, ſhall it be or ſong or ſonnet ? 
Or epigram on new-made bonnet ? 
Or cap, which, void of ſhame or grace, 
Veils half the beauties of your face ? - 
Or ſhall I ſing of Pur the young, 
Or elder * Pure with ſcolding tongue ? 
Or ſhall I hail thy hour of birth, 
And call air, water, fire, and earth, 
To aid th' 1 theme before us, 
And join in univerſal chorus? 
Then hills and rocks muſt learn to ſpeak, 


And pigs in eulogy to ſqueak, 


* A cat and kitten, 


And 
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And every animal combine 
To prove SELENE all divine. 
But now, ſo trite is this ado, 


They'll fay *tis falſe, tho* ſpoke of you. 


Yet, if 1 do not tell the morn, 
She ne'er was bright, till thou waſt born, 
Nor bid the brutes, with humble duty, 
Tune their ſoft pipes to hail thy beauty, 


Nor call the elements to dance, 


Like any friſky dame of France, 
T hough you may frown, I muſt declare 


Courts ſeldom ſee a nymph ſo fair, 


Let modiſh beauty ſweep along, 


Exact the tributary ſong, 


Ard 
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And proudly claim the adoration 

Of every coxcomb in the nation; 

While ſweet SeLENE takes no care 

&© Who chafes, or where” admirers * are, 
Shuns folly, tho' in birth- day clothes, 


And ſcorns the praiſe a fop beſtows, 


Yet this is but to introduce 
What I muſt pen for general uſe, «+ 
And ſurely I ſhall doubly ſhine, 


Since now I write that I may dine. 
—— 2 —ͤ—„— n— % 
* WE have heard many Nories of goblins and ghoſts, 


White horſes, white aſſes, white mules, and white poſts ; 


* A report was circulated at Dulwich, that a ghoſt haunted. 
the high road, running along by the ſide of paſſengers from the 
wood to the tap-houſe, where he always diſappeared, and at 
laſt had his head broke by the patrole, 

Bur 


| 
| 
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But there ne'er was a ſpirit of any condition 
That once could compare with this new apparition, 
Sing ghoſt, hoſt, —bake, boil and roaſt— 
Nor paſty nor pudding, 
With all that is good in, 


Can cheer a man's heart like a nutmeg and toaſt, 


Moſt ſpectres, you know, are to church-yards confin'd, 
Where they it, penſeroſo, on tomb-ſtones reclin'd ; 
Our ſpirit has no ſuch diſmallo abode, 
But foots it about on his Majeſty's road. 
Sing ghoſt, hoſt,—take care of the poſt— 
For I got a huge knock, 


And am black as the ſtock, 


With jumping aſide to make room for the ghoſt, 


Some 
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Some ſpirits, proud creatures ! converſe from the ſkies, 
And give us the trouble to lift up our eyes; 
Our ſpirit, ſo humble, on earth ſtumps along, 
And I think if you'd aſk him, he'd give you a ſong. 
Sing ghoſt, hoſt—T'm frighted almoſt— 
Pray bring me ſome brandy, 
Or what is moſt handy— 


So—thank ye—now, ſtand by !—let's have a clear coaſt, 


That rogue Will-o*-whiſp, Jack-a lanthorn, or John, 
Will lead you aftray, and then, whiſk ' he is gone ; 
But our John-a-lanthorn's a very ſafe guide, 
And juſt like a lap-dog trips cloſe by your fide. 
Sing ghoſt, hoſt—Heigho, for my toaſt !— 
Ah! pretty Miſs Nancy, 
Pve a very great fancy— 


But O! to my love you're as deaf as a poſt ! 
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Some ſpirits will talk you quite out of your ſenſes, 
And ſcold you, like fruit-wench, for former offences ; 
Our ghoſt no ſuch height of impertinence reaches, 
And ſcorns to offend by ſuch ungenteel ſpeeches. 
Sing ghoſt, hoſt—who rules the roaſt ? 

A ſweet female ſprite 

That I dreamt of laſt night, 
Who came in a cloud from the Cyprian coaſt, 


Moſt ghoſts, the reverſe of all bodies terreſtrial, 

Have nothing about em but ichor celeſtial, 

They live on the dew-drops that hang on cold nightſhade, 

Which makes them fo dull, that you'll ſcarce find a bright 
ſhade, 

Sing ghoſt, hoſt—Why do you boaſtꝰ 

« Is that, fir, your ſnuff-box ? 
It ſeems but a rough box” — 


Snuff!“ —Blefs me ! dear fir, this is powder of poſt, 


Our 
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Our ghoſt has a body as well as a ſoul, 
For he got a huge knock from one Mr. Patrole, 
And the blood ſtreamed fo faſt, that it's certainly clear 
He lives not on dew, but on luſty ſtrong beer. 
Sing poſt, hoſt—Alas! my poor ghoſt ! 
I ſwear 'tis a pity 
A ſpirit ſo witty 
Should be huff d fo, and cuff d ſo, and ſlaughtered almoſt, 


But to make this aſſertion the more underſtood, 
That beer he loves better than ſpiritual food, 
He runs from the wood, the right place for a fprite, 
And, lo ! at the tap-houſe he bids you good night. 

Sing hoſt, ghoſt, — Bring me ſome toaſt— 

| For, as I'm a ſinner, 

I've loft a good dinner, 

Becauſe I'm as ſtupid and dull as a poſt, 


N 2 EPISTLE 


n 2 


[ 18% J 


SF4STLE ww Mn 90, 


Great Queen- ſtreet, December 1784. 


O Thou! whoſe lyre ſeducing, ſweet though wild, 
Mirth-breathing, ſummons to thy rural ſeat 
Thy undeſerving poet, hail, all hail !— 
Fain would the muſe, thrice-honoured lady, taſte 
Thy bounteous cheer ; thou know'ſt to modern bards 
How dear the frothy ale and ſmoking ribs ; 
For O! Parnaſſus yields nor beer, nor beef 
At ſight of thee, Sir Loin, fat-teeming, brown, 
Smiling on Sunday board of courteous ſquire, 
The curate, all the meagre week condemned 
To mutton cold, or chop, dry, pickleleſs, 
Impatient * his penetrating blade, 

Like 


EPISTLE-TO-MRS, 90 0. 
Like Shylock, eager for the pound of fleſh ; 
Wags his moiſt tongue and wets his quivering lip, 
And while the morſel ſweet his maw diſtends 
He ſcorns the food which ſwells the paunch of Gods 
Ambroſia, — Guardian Spirits ! that around 
Hang on your golden wings and long to taſte, 
Witneſs, what rapture ſwells the poet's ſoul, - 
When in the weeping ſides of mighty beef 
His forked ſpear he plunges [Such the joys 
That well-fed Chriſtmas to his votaries brings, 


Thou too, rich nectar of the demi gods 
Who fit in ſecret conclave, half obſcured. 
By clouds of mortal ſmoke, at weekly club, 
Thou pride and boaſt of Britain, far-famed Pur. 


O] dear to throats half frozen by the cold! 
N 3 
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Nor can I thee forget, delicious cate, 
Of fleſh and fruit compounded ! highly prized 
Of ſchool-boy, oft beheld with ardent gaze 


Piled tier on tier upon the marbled ſlab 


Of apron'd paſtry- cook; thee, whom the wight 


With broad-brim'd hat, a neckcloth fair, and hoſe 
Of ſnuff. colour, in holy zeal hath named 

Time pie ; for thee, though ſerved at Chriſtmas tide, 
His. dame, with fable hood, her plate preſents 

And chews, O ſhame ! the ſuperſtitious food 
Sweet though thou art, none ſweeter, yet not thou 
Alone, nor beer, nor beef, nor turkey huge, 
Invite my willing footſteps to the hall 

Of friendſhip ; joys ſuperior, converſe gay, 

The ready jeſt, the long-continued laugh 

Of loud feſtivity, the ſong, the dance 


Jovial, 
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Jovial, bewitching,—See the gauſe-clad train 

Of virgins, and the ſattin- veſted youths 

Stand fide by fide, and now they bound, they fly 
(While the ſhrill tabor rends the diſtant roof) 
Through all the moving hoſt—they halt, they wheel, 
Hands ſix and back again !--O ſport divine! 

They turn their partners! Can LER Picq do more? 


Such, ſuch, O Lady! are the dear delights 
Which now you bid me ſhare—and could this arm 
Pluck up the ſeated church, with all its flock, 
Barbers and butchers, undertakers grim, 

And white-wig'd mealmen, by the lofty tower 
Uplifting, on Atlean ſhoulders broad 
I'd bear the mighty maſs, and ſpeed my way 


To jollity and joy: But O! the fane 
N 4 Fixed 
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Fixed as the rooted oak remains, and I 
Muſt with it tarry ; ſcarce one moon has wained 
Since from the Kentiſh wilds I came, where long 
With aunts and grandmothers and graziers rich 

I fat carouſing ; yet perchance ere ſpring 
| Robes the brown hill thy bard may tread y courts, 
Unleſs, for ſo he heard a ſweet bird ſing, 
The two-horſe coach, ſwift as Apollo's car, 


Should bear thee to the proud metropolis, 


Till then farewell—all pleaſures crown thy board !— 
— The Bell-man founds—O ceaſe thy horrid din 


Nay ring no more—a penny thou ſhalt have, — 


To 
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To CLEVUMTEA 


ABT ORE  MALERD TAD 2 


A H ! who can tell how hard it is to keep 
The wandering heart, accuſtomed oft to ftray ! | 
Ah ! who can tell how many a dame muſt weep 
The loſs of ſprightly ſwain and lover gay, T 
By all admired, by all too drawn away 


While ſhe who fixes on ſome virtuous wight, | 


— -+ g 
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Tho' dull he ſeem, ne ſhine in giddy play, 


Shall find him never weary of her ſight, 
Ne wooing other love by day nor yet by night. 


But then [ ween (as prudent matrons learn) 


Her conſtant ſtudy be to pleaſe her mate, 


And even in trifles to his humour turn ; 


If he this garb or that ſhould chaunce to hate, 


TO CLEORA 


She caſt it off, as faſhion out of date; 

With perſon ever neat and ſmiling face, 

And tongue that knows ne taunt, ne loud debate : 

In fuch, each charm that gladdens life we trace— 
Moſt happy man is he, whoſe board ſhe deign to grace 


O ſillie youths ! who ſuch a bride exchange 

For all that wealth and fame and power beſtory ! 

O ile dames! who force your lords to range 

In fearch of gentler language, kindneſs mo, 

Than you yourſelves will give, yourſelves will ſhow | 
This fimple truth each wedded dame may truſt, 

She bears the key of happineſs or wo 

Let her be courteous, kind, complying, juſt, 


Then never doubt his love, for, certes, love-he muſt. 
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Frrsn was the mead, 2nd ſweet each opening flower, 
Rich was the grove, the varied proſpect gay; 


Young Fleaſure ſeemed to ſmile in every bower, 
Soft Melody to breathe on every ſpray. 


But now, nor meads, nor groves, nor landſcape wide 
Invite my gaze, for all is wrapt in ſhade : 

Through every path wan Sorrow ſeems to glide, 

Harſh Diſcord ſeems to ſhriek in every glade. 


Ah, 
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i 
Ah, Juliet ! why this change ? Does Nature frown, 
Or ſickening Fancy dim the lively green? 
Can Summer mourn in robes of ruſſet brown? — 


Alas ! my mind is changed, and not the ſcene. 


My tongue, unpractiſed in the winning ſtrain, 
That draws from Beauty's eye the pitying tear, 
Calls on its Juliet's name, but calls in vain, 


To Juliet pleads—but Juliet will not hear 


Perhaps the ſpecious eloquence of art, 
(By me untried) th* obdurate fair might move, 
Yet ſimple is the language of the heart, 


And faltering is the voice of genuine love. 


But 


TO:JULIET. 


But ah! no more of love for Juliet flies, 


If to that point thy daring wiſhes tend; 


Her virgin heart the frigid maid denies, 


Rejects the lover, but accepts the friend. 


Come then, ſweet friend - thy converſe let me ſhare, 
Partake thy pleaſures and thy grieſs divide 
I'll guard thee, Juliet, with fraternal care, 


And woo thee as a ſiſter, not a bride, 


When Fate to thee ſome happier youth ſhall join, 
(Why fteals this ſudden ſickneſs o'er my heart?) 
Though loſt to me, may every bliſs be thine, 


Which mutual love and virtue can impart ! 


VERSES 


190 TO A BRIDE. 


RS ES 
WRITTEN FOR A YOUNG LADY, 


TO BE SENT TO A BRIDE ON THE MORNING | 


' OF HER MARRIAGE, 


Conant wake! behold the bridal train 
Attend to guide thee to the hallowed fane ; 

The marriage-ſong a roſe-lipped cherub ſings, 

Aud fans the kindling torch with golden wings. 


Friend of my youth ! if now that name can move, 
Tf feeble friendſhip be not loſt in love, 
Still in thy breaſt ſome little place aſſign 
To her, whoſe virgin heart is wholly thine ; 
For thee ſhe drops a fond, an anxious tear, 


Breathes many a vow as fervent as ſincere; 


6 And, 


TO A NID. 


And, though ſhe never felt a poet's fire, 

For thee ſhe boldly ſweeps th" aſtoniſhed Iyre 3 
Affection teaches what the muſe denies, 

And all the power of poeſy ſupplies. 

O! may young Joy his genial influence ſhed 

And plant his roſes in the path you tread, 

Long may they bloom, and thou each happy morn 
Extract their ſweets, but never find a thorn, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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T o , 


WHO FILLED UP THE SPACES IN HER POCKET 
BOOK, USUALLY ALLOTTED TO MEMORAN- 
DUMS AND OBSERVATIONS, WITH EXTRACTS 


FROM THE POETS AND MORAL WRITERS, 


F RO M many a ſhore the ſkilful artiſt brings 
Thoſe gems which decorate the brow of kings, 
And in one diadem collected ſhines 

Each bright production of an hundred mines: 
So, from the modern bard and ſage of yore, 
Serena draws her literary ſtore ; | 
Explores the poliſhed works of mental toil, 


And many a gem extracts from many a ſoil, 


While 


A 193 
While trifling minds their weekly pages load 
With learned ſtrictures on the varying mode; 
Or note what coxcombs wear, what witlings ſay, 
What fop to-morrow comes, what fool to-day ; 
Serena bids her little volume ſhine 
With the full period, or the tuneful line, 
And, where we look for folly, charms the eye 


With nervous proſe, or lays that never die. 


O ! rich in ſenſe, which taught thy early youth 
To ſacrifice to Virtue and to Truth; 
And bade thee, to exterior beauty blind, 
Adorn th' unfading graces of the mind: 
O rich in temper, which can beſt ſuſtain 
The heavy load of intellectual pain, 
Difarm reſentment, huſh domeſtic ſtrife, 
And diffipate the gloom of human life; 
Vol. II. O | Temper, 
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190 TO A LADY. 
Temper, which ne'er thy gentle breaſt ſhall quit, 
More loved than beauty, and more prized than wit ; 
On future proſpects turn thy ſearching eyes, 

See golden days in bright ſucceſſion riſe : 

For though a paſling cloud the ſkies deform, 

Soon ſhall the ſun diſperſe the tranſient ſtorm ; 

The beſt may bend with accidental wo, 


But laſting evil Virtue cannot know. 


AIR, 
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A.. 3 R. 
H ARK ! the loud whirlwind rocks yon antique tower! 
Tremendous thunders ſeem to burſt the ſkies ! 
While Laura, ſtarting from her ſhattered bower, 
To Henry's arms in ſpeechleſs terror flies, 
Yet though, ſweet maid ! each deſolating wind 
Shook the wide earth, and heaved the roaring flood, 
Let no vain fears aſſault thy guiltleſs mind, 
For He who points the ſtorm defends the good, 


INVOCATION. 

O E'R the dark tomb the mournful cypreſs waves, 

The pale moon glimmers through the breaking clouds, 
While fancy paints, ſlow riſing from their graves, 

The midnight ſpectres ſhivering in their ſhrouds! 
Shade of my buried love! O! ble(s my ſight ! 

Aſcend, dear maid ! in bloom immortal dreſſed ! 
Point to the manſions of celeſtial light, 

And bid me follow thee to endleſs reſt, 
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Wir LE bards like me with feeble hand 7 
To graſp the ſickly laurels of a day, 

Thine be the praiſe, all other praiſe above, 

To ſhine the pattern of connubial love, 

The craving moan of hunger to appeaſe, 

And ſmooth the brow of querulous diſeaſe; 

Led by thoſe glorious daughters of the ſky, 

Firm Raith, bright Hope, eternal Charity! 
01 learn, my ſoul, to quench th? ignoble flame 
T hat idly burns for periſhable fame ! 

Be truly wiſe, and catch celeſtial fire, 

Which not the Muſes, but the Saints inſpire : 

So gain the wreath no envy can deny, 


A wreath ſtill freſh when earthly glories die. 
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